THE 


ATLANTIC MONTHLY, 


A MAGAZINE OF LITERATURE, ART, AND POLITICS. 


VOL. IL—DECEMBER, 1857.—NO. II. 


FLORENTINE MOSAICS. 


[Concluded.] 
VL Angelico could possibly have. Certainly, 
the courage am u hi li 
THE CARMINE. the nude forms 
nly part of this ancient church _ pelled from p 
destruction by fire in 1771 i 
fortunately, the famous Bran- 
l. Here are the frescos DY 
Panicale, who died in the » combine 
’ the fifteenth century,—the j 
* Saint Peter, and the Heal- 
k. His scholar, Masaccio, 
continued the series, the 
which was entrusted to 
pi, son of Fra Filippo. 
doubt that the hearty 


tion evinced by Masolino and 


deal with actual life, to grap- ters. Here Raphae 


ple to their souls the visible forms of in their youth, and 

humanity, and to reproduce the types passed many hours, « 

afterwards in new, vivid, breathing com- ing what were thet 

binations of dignity and intelligent action, of painting, the tr 

must have had an immense effect upon distinctly vi 

the course of Art. To judge by the few tions; and here, too, 

and somewhat injured specimens of these lini, the famous punch in th 

masters which are accessible, it is obvious fell Buonarotti, by which his known 

that they had much more to do in form- physiognomy acquired its marked pecul- 

ing the great schools of the fifteenth and iarity. ‘Torregiani, painter and sc Iptor 

sixteenth centuries, than a painter of such of second ry importance, but a bully of 

delicate, but limited genius as that of Fra the first class—a man who was in th 
VOL. IL. 9 
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habit of knocking about the artists whom 
breaking 
-had 
Brancacci 
had been 

his 
habit of 


he could not equal, and of both 


their models and their heads,- been 
the 

He 
much annoyed, according to 


Michel Angelo’s 


accustomed to copy in 
chapel, among the rest. 
own 


account, by 








laugh at the efforts of artists inferior 
in cill t » himself, and had determined to 
punish him One day, Buonarotti came 


ipel as usu ail, an l whistled and 





sneered at a copy which Torregiani was 
making. The aggrieved artist, a man of 
large proportions, very truculent of aspect, 


with a loud voice and a savage frown, 








sprang upon his critic, and dealt him such 
low upon the nose, that the bone and 
ca we yielded under his hand, aecord- 
ing to his own count if they had 
been made of dough, come f 
stato un cialdone.” This was when 





. = ° 
ry young men; Dut To regi- 
, 


ani, when relating the story many years 


afterwards, always congratulated himself 
that Buonarotti would bear the mark of 
the blow all his life. It may be added, 


ly met a hard fate afterwards. 


Having executed a statue in Spain for a 





: , . 

‘ dee, he*was very much outraged by 

recel oe only thirtv seudi as his reward, 
, . 

and ) ’ smashed the statue to 





t) Spaniard a ised him of heresy 
that I ] St was 1d nn l ) 
the flames by the Inquisition, and onl 
escaped that ho lo d by ins o 
himself in prison before the execution. 
VIL. 
SANTA TRINITA 

I the l of he Sassetti, in tl 

I l fTood set ¢ t s 
nik Gh ula Sel ne 
from tl ot Sa Francis 
rh 1 She Ss ) pos ions in tl 
Santa M i No la Moreover, they 
are vadly place 1d b vdly 
injured The 





corner, where 





power and 


itu » of the 


man 


Mosaic 8. 
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are, however, very visible, even in the 


No 


him in 


darkness. 
whed 


and powerful physiognomi 


painter of his century 


appro animated 


eTol 


ipit y 


Digni- 





powerful, and nat 
the exact 


the (du 


counterpart ol 


among 


attrocentist 
t systems,—the shallow, shri 
timid, but rapturously d 


evotion 





D> DD 
which beat 
prince} 


the 


ital school, of 


senuumne 


vel 


») Was Ja ul 





close at 


broader 


venturing out of 
into the 


, +s . 
and more gairish colors of the 


of the miniatori 


light 


actual, and 





Ly 





™ 
Yr s, wreaking strong and warm hu- 
man emotions upon vigorous expression 
and « nt attitude thes wo wid 

















each im origi nd fed by va s 
rills, in their course through the cer m 
were to meet in one ocean at its close. 
This was then the fuln ( on, 
the ag ff Angelo and Raphael, Leo- 
nardo and Corres ye 
VIIL. 
SAN MARCU. 

Fra Beato Angelico, who broth- 
¢ f this D i h has filled 
rhe l tl k I i | the 
W 3 iis } lL. Cons r date 
ri I 87. al | co < " 
wondet ch. Here is t n- 
vel sal cl l e- 
ly vorks « ( ibue, Gi and 
Oreagna, here al ia all 
t ( who ¢ t 
y snuffy old me » will 
s be t the ¢ l ie, OF Vv < his 
brethren, co out with a s of 
n p ! e might as w t 

I Savo ola, who was V ’ 

\ this establishment, t | ch 

t Pio Nono, and to get himself 
burned in the Piazza for hi pains 

In the old chapter-house is a 





large, and for the angelic Frater a 
} 


hazardous performance,—a Crucifixion. 
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The heads here are full of feeling and —micht have prevented his organizing 


} 


feebleness, exc ept those of M ary Mother that famous holocaust of P intings, that 
and Mary Magdalen, which are both very wretched iconoclasm, by which he sig- 
touching and tender. There is, however, nalized his brief period of popularity 
an absolute impotence to reproduce the and power. In weighing, gauging, and 
actual, to deal with groups of humanity measuring such a man, one ought to 
upon a liberal scale. T is his usual remember, that if he could have had his 








want of discrimination, too. in physiog- way al ied out all his schemes. he 

















nomy ; for if the seraphie and intellect- would have abolished Borgianism cer- 

ual head of the penitent thief were trans- tainly, and perhaps the papacy, but that 

ferred to the shoulders of the Saviour he would have substituted the rhansodical 

hange for his own, no one could reign of a single demagogue, perpetually 

that it would be an improve- seeing visions and dreaming dreams for 

ment. the direction of his fellow-citizens. who 

Up stairs is a very sweet Annunciation. were all to be governed by the hallucina- 
Th ibdued, demure, somewhat aston- tions of this puritan Mahomet. 


ished joy of the Virgin is poetically 
rendered, both in face and attitude, and IX. 
the ficure of the angel has much grace. 
A small, but beautiful composition, the 


Coronation of the Virgi 


is perhaps the 

















most impressive of the whole series. grestia Nuova, is a ] yus and 
Below is a series of frescos by a very l It is a huge mass of expen- 
second-rate artist, Poccetti. Among them sive, solemn, and it nificence, 
1s port la; but as the erected over the car fas contemp- 
rm rv 1 centurv bDe- tible a family as ev I l OVE 
’ is hes unt even ¢€ or 1 l t Che only man 
merit of authenticity. It was from of tl race, C ve hio, who de- 
this house that Savonarola was taken serves any healthy admiration, although 
to be imprisoned and executed in 1498. he was the real n of Florentine 
T re eems something unsatisfactory and Italian freedom, and has thus earned 
abo S marola. One naturally svm- t} nickname of Pate P re, is not 
pa with the bold denouncer of buried here The series of mighty dead 
Alexander e was alack of | vith the us Cosmo, first 
by e d and his heart rrand du conter y of Philip 
\\ t ft depre m of tl II. « S 1 his « har- 
s he have permitted rand cri I 1 th Ferd- 
t to w t f 1 his nan [., wl most sion ent 
S | ey were about to do in the v not ea | d 
g nd horrible f enacted in | the f ands of B 1 | ) 








la s esteem either in the man « ( ) il grat t ! I a- 
I I | Without it he wi tria Medici should 

ha thought so highly ot I chape is a vast | p ¢ I en- 
washy scheme for reorganizing t tine mosaic, octagonal, ‘ o! 
c! covernment, and so very so in diamet nd a high 
ol gel s of Dant Pet The upola has s¢ e bra y scos, 
oth vhose works he condemned to the by B venuto. Anthrop w hose 
flame A fratern urd, too. r such heads do grow beneath thei yulders,” 
grea tists as Fra gelico and Fra’ may enjoy these pictures upon domes, 
Bartolommeo,—both members of his own For common mortals it is not agreeable 


convent, and the latter a personal friend, to r 


I main very long upside down, even 
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to contemplate masterpieces, which these 
certainly are not. 

The walls of the chapel are all in- 
crusted with gorgeous marbles and pre- 
cious stones, from malachite, porphyry, 
lapis-lazuli, chaleedony, agate, to all the 
finer and more expensive gems which 
shone in Aaron’s ephod. When one con- 
siders that an ear-ring or a brooch, half 
an inch long, of Florentine mosaic work, 
costs five or six dollars, and that here is 
a great church of the same material and 
workmanship as a breastpin, one may 
imagine it to have been somewhat ex- 
pensive. 

The Sagrestia Nuova was built by 
Michel Angelo, to hold his monuments to 
Lorenzo de’ Medici, duke of Urbino, and 
grandson of Lorenzo the Magnificent, 
and to Julian de’ Medici, son of Lorenzo 
Magnifico. 

It is not edifying to think of the crea- 
tive soul and plastic hands of Buonarotti 
employed in rendering worship to such 
creatures. This Lorenzo is chiefly known 
as having married Madeleine de Bou- 
logne, and as having died, as well as his 
wite, of a nameless disorder, immediately 
after they had engendered the renowned 
Catharine de’ Medici, whose hideous life 
was worthy of its corrupt and poisoned 
source. 

Did Michel Angelo look upon his sub- 
ject as a purely imaginary one ? Surely 
he must have had some definite form 
before his mental vision; for although 
sculpture cannot, like painting, tell an 
elaborate story, still each figure must 
have a moral and a meaning, must show 
cause for its existence, and indicate a 
possible function, or the mind of the 
spectator is left empty and craving. 

Here, at the tomb of Lorenzo, are 
three masterly figures. An heroic, mar- 
tial, deeply contemplative figure sits in 
grand repose. A statesman, a sage, a 
patriot, a warrior, with countenance im- 
mersed in solemn thought, and head sup- 
ported and partly hidden by his hand, 
is brooding over great recollections and 
mighty deeds. Was this Lorenzo, the 
husband of Madeleine, the father of 
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Catharine? Certainly the mind at once 
dethrones him from his supremacy upon 
his own tomb, and substitutes an Epam- 
inondas, a Cromwell, a Washington— 
what it wills. "Tis a godlike apparition, 
and need be called by no mortal name. 
We feel unwilling to invade the repose 
of that majestic reverie by vulgar invo- 
cation. The hero, nameless as he must 
ever remain, sits there in no questionable 
shape, nor can we penetrate the sanctuary 
of that marble soul. Till we can sum- 
mon Michel, with his chisel, to add the 
finishing strokes to the grave, silent face 
of the naked figure reclining below the 
tomb, or to supply the lacking left hand 
to the colossal form of female beauty sit- 
ting upon the opposite sepulchre, we 
must continue to burst in ignorance. 
Sooner shall the ponderous marble jaws 
of the tomb open, that Lorenzo may 
come forth to claim his right to the trophy, 
than any admirer of human genius will 
doubt that the shade of some real hero 
was present to the mind’s eye of the 
sculptor, when he tore these stately forms 
out of the enclosing rock. 

A colossal hero sits, serene and solemn, 
upon a sepulchre. Beneath him recline 
two vast mourning figures, one of each 


sex. One longs to chall 





converse 
with the male figure, with the unfinished 
Sphinx-like face, who is stretched there 
at his harmonious length, like an ancient 
river-god without his urn. There is 
nothing appalling or chilling in his ex- 
pression, nor does he seem to mourn 
without hope. "Tis a stately recumbent 
figure, of wonderful anatomy, without 
any exaggeration of muscle, and, accord- 
— Twilight! 


Why Twilight should grieve at the 





ingly, his name is 


tomb of Lorenzo, grandson of Lorenzo 
Magnifico, any more than the grand- 
father would have done, does not seem 
very clear, even to Twilight himself, who 
seems, after all, in a very crepuscular 
state upon the subject. ‘The mistiness is 
much aided by the glimmering expres- 
sion of his half-finished features. 

But if Twilight should be pensive at 
the demise of Lorenzo, is there any 
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reason why Aurora should weep outright 

upon the same occasion? ‘This Aurora, 
however, weeping and stately, all noble- 
ness and all tears, is a magnificent crea- 
tion, 


racy which has 


fashioned with the audacious accu- 


been granted to few mod- 


The figure and face are 


ern sculptors. 


most beautiful, and rise above ali puny 


criticism; and as one looks upon that 
sublime and wailing form, that noble and 
child 
flippant question dies on the lip, and we 


to disturb that 


of a divine genius, the 


, 
nameless 


passionate and 


beautiful image of woman’s grief by idle 


curiosity or useless speculation. 

The monument, upon the opposite 
side, to Julian, third son of Lorenzo 
Magnifico, is of very much the same 


Here are also two mourning 


ficures. One is a sleeping and wonder- 


} 


fully beautiful female shape, colossal, in 





a position less adapted to repose than to 
the display of the sculptor’s power and 


is is Night. A 


her own perte ctions. T 





stupendously sculptured male figure, in a 
reclining attitude, and exhibiting, I sup- 
pose, as much learning in his forso as 
does the famous figure in the Elgin mar- 


, strikes one as the most triumphant 


statue of modern times. 

Th igure of Julian is not agreeable. 
“he neck, long and twisted, suggests an 
heroic ostrich in a Roman bre istplate. 
The attitude, too, is ungraceful. The 
hero sits with his knees projecting be- 
yond the p endicular, so that his legs 
seem to be doubling under him,—a posi- 
tion d n gras und d rity 
ta vent for hims« the all 
Ww 1 | Ti choose to see emb 





rh to be 
Julian, 


It is not « 


in this sto y trio 


of the charade, 


N t, Mo or One can never spell 
out the meaning by putting together the 
croup with the aid of such a key. Night 


18 N 0 ht, « i isly, bec 1use she is asleep. 
found reason, Day is 
Day, because he and both, 


look d at 
tions as imaginative as Simon Snug, with 


. } 
is not asieep: 


lieht, 


in this vulgar 





crea- 


his lantern, representing moonshine. If 
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the figures should arise and walk across 
the chapel, changing places with the 
couple opposite them, as if in a sepul 
would the allegory be- 
Could not Day 


chral quadrille, 
come more intelligible ? 
or Night move from Julian’ 


and 


s monument, 
take up the same position at Loren- 
“Ninny’s tomb,” 
Was 


to Aurora than Julian, that she 


zo’s tomb, or or any 


Lorenzo more 


should 


other tomb? any 


weep for him only ? 


Therefore one must invent for one’s 


self the fable of those immortal groups. 


Each spéctator must pluck out, unaided, 


the heart of their myst ry. Those 


hich the fool- 
baptized 
n unknown 


} 


mat 
yal »} 


ish ¢ 


Night and Morning, speak 


I 
crowd. 


less colossal forms, W 


ironiclers of the time | 


ive 





language to t They are mute 
as Sphinx to souls which cannot supply 
PP) 


e music and the poetry which fell from 


their marble lips upon the ear of him whe 


created them. 
X. 


PALAZZO RICCARDI. 


residence of Cosmo Vee- 


The 


( hio al l 


ancient 


rnificent 





ist and terrible archi 
This has 


of 


tecture pee uli ir to Flor nce. 


alw ivs he en a ¢ ity not of stre¢ ts, but 


fortresses. Each block is one house, but 
a house of the size of a ¢ lel; while the 
corridors and apartments are like case- 
mates and bastions, so gloomy and savage 
s thei xpre ym Ar Fk rence, 
the city of the twelfth and nning of 
the thirteenth centu he I] ence of 
the noble the Fl I ru Ghibel- 
lines, the Florence in v every 
house was a castle, with fi o tow- 
ers hundreds of feet hiel machicolated 
betiiomentsn df ~~ ‘ettes, 
and all other appurtenan of a feudal 
stronghold, exists no long With the 
expulsion of the imperial faction, and 
the advent of the municipal Guelphs,— 
that proudest, boldest, most sucec ssful, 
and most unreasonable bourgeoisie which 


ever assumed organized life the nobles 


were curtailed of all their privileges. 
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Their city castles, too, were shorn of 
their towers, which were limited to just 
cloth the 
haughty shopkeepers who had displaced 
the The first the 
thirteenth century the the 

firht 


which lasted thirty years—was the pe- 


so many ells, measure, by 


orandees. third of 
epoch of 
memorable Buondelmonti street 
riod in which this dreadful architecture 
was fixed upon Florence. Then was the 


time in which the chains, fastened in 


those huge rings which still dangle from 
the grim 


the 


stretched 
and 


of combatants 


house-fronts, were 


, ’ ° 
across street; thus enciosing 


fettering a « ompact mass 
in an iron embrace, while from the rare 
and narrow murder-windows in the walls, 
and bee descended 
the hail of iron and 


pit h and red-hot coals to refresh the 


3° > 
tling roots, 


from the 


stone and scalding 


strugcline throng below. 





After this epoch, and with the expira- 


tion of the imperial house of the Hohen- 


the nobles here, as in Switzer- 


stauten, 
land, sought to popularize themselves, to 


become muni ip il. 


Der 


Und schwirt den Stidten seinen Birger-Eid, 


Adel steigt von seinen alten Bur 


old 


nents. 


said the p! yphetic Attinghausen, in 


e The change was 


his dying mh 


even more extraordinary in Ik orence, 





fi ies was absolute Others were al- 
lowed vate h th pl belans 
in the r 1 honors, and fo 
the wea 1 in comm manu- 
factures, and di f It became a 
Seve and yt 1 nmon punishment 
to degrade ofl ling livi wr fam- 
ili ito th id thus 
deprive tl 1e1r « s. Hun- 
a ls of yw-born me s have l i n- 
gle day, been declared nobl ind thu 
dis iwhised And the « nple of Flor- 
ence was 1 followed by other cities 
The re lit was tw ld ipon the ir- 
istox racy. Those vho m I ipalized 
themselves be me mor enl rnten I 
more lettered, more refined, and, at the 
same time, less chivalrous and less mar- 


tial than their ancestor The characters 
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of buccaneer, land-pirate, knight-errant 
could not be conveniently united with 
those of banker, excl ange broker, de ler 
in dry goods, and general commission 
agents. 

The consequence was that the fighting 
business became a specialty, and fell into 
Flor- 
Venice, and other Italian re- 
her The work 
Hawk woods, the Sfor- 
chiefs of 
blac k 


understood 


the hands of private companies. 


ence, like 


public s, jobbed wars. 


was done by the 





zas, the Bracciones, and oth 
the celebrated companies, 


who 


free 


bands, lance societies, 


no other profession, but who were as ac- 
complished in the arts of their own guild 
as were any of the five m jor and seven 
minor crafts into which the Florentine 
burgesses were divided. 

This proved a bad thing for the lib- 
the The 


chieftains of these military clubs, usual- 


erties of Florence in end. 
ly from the lowest ranks, with no capac- 


bloodshed, and 


often ended their career by 


ity but for no revenue 
but rapine, 
¢ 


obtaining the seigniory of some petty re- 


handful of 


crushed with 


public, a small town, or a 
hamlets, liberty they 


their own iron, and with the 


whose 
gold ob- 


tained, in exchange for their blood, from 


the city bankers. In the course of time 
such seigniories often rolled together, 


and assumed a menacing shape to all 











who valued municipal liberty. Sforza 

whose peasant father threw his axe 
into tre resolving, if it fell, to join, 
s a common soldier, the roving band 
which had just invited him; if it adhe red 
to the ( l, to remain at home a labor- 

] becomes Duke of Milan, and 
is encouraged in his usurpation by Cos 
mo Vecchio, who still gives himself the 
airs of first-citizen of Florence. 

l pent, the well-known cogni 
Zan ot ti V ise nt had il wy Oli- 
ed If around all those fair and clus- 
tering cities which were onc« rie Lom- 
] 1 republics, and had ed their 
vigorous lift The Ezzelin Carraras, 
Gonz Sealas. had e1 hed tl pirit 
of liberty in he ne ohl hood of Ven- 


been accor iplis! ed by 
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mean ercenary adventurers, guid- 
ed y the love of plu idler; while 
thos » luxurious and stately repub- 
lies e an oligarchy, the other a 
dem l looked on from their marble 
pala joying the refreshing blood- 
shows whieh thei wn golden har 
vi re so rapidly ripening 

M L gig despotism was 
m was eventually to crush 
the power, glory, wealth, and freedom of 
J 

l ? » of Cosmo tl Elder is a 


was re expression of t 1e FI Ir 

‘ } r ] . 
entin 1 in the last and over-ripe 
st 


The Medici 


family, unheard of 


thirteenth century, obscure and plebeian 
in the middle of the fourteenth, and 
W y bankers and leaders of the 


its close, culminated 


' lren Father of 

( 1 acquired, by mean f his 
ry ne and large fl ul ¢ nec- 
tT st oO ol over the des- 


é ‘ 
| s re { i- 
fu f ( ¢, which 
| i f 1a 
‘ ] | +} 
ad i had e 
rm it i! 
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of kings,—* the horses k 
besmeared with gold,” 


eal paraphernalia and 


-all the 
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d, and grooms 
theatri- 


ple beian tinsel 








“which dazzle the crowd and set them 
all agape”; but his expenditures were 
those of an intellectual and a nplished 
oligarch. He was worthv. in many re- 
spects, to be the chief of those wichty 
merchants and manufacturers, who wield- 
ed more power, through tl 
then purses and the cultivation 
brains, than did all the cont ) eous 
ind illiterate barons of the rest of Chris- 
t lom, by dint of castle-sto ing and 
( tle-steali o 

In an age when other nobles were 
proud of bi unable to write their own 
names, or to read them when others 
wrote them, the g s and citi- 
zens of Florence ind culti- 
vated art, science s. Every 
citizen received education. 
Poets and philosophers sat in the coun- 

ilosop! meta- 











ii 

lr ¢ 

i 

I ) ) n if 

' , 
‘ 1 « t} ‘ 
’ 1 Pe 
. { +} 
nd w 1d pows 
had existed in modern 
t ( rch of San Mar 
san | 7 | ek t 


n inin- 
ts greater and 
h t, the 


1c 

» human- 

of her freedom, 
, : 

t yphy 
I ( ity 
a 

; if 








136 Florentine Mosaics. 


ano. On the hill of Fiesole he erected 
a church and a convent. At Jerusa- 
lem he built a church and a hospital 
for pilgrims. All this was for religion, 
the republic, and the world. For himself 
he constructed four splendid villas, at 
Careggi, Fiesole, Caffaggiolo, and Treb- 
bio, and in the city the magnificent pal- 
ace in the Via Larga, now called the 
Riceardi. 

In thirty-seven years, from 1434 to 
1471, he and his successors expended 
eight millions of francs (663,755 gold flo- 
rins) in buildings and charities,—a sum 
which may be represented by as many, 
or, as some would reckon, twice as many, 
dollars at the present day. Nevertheless, 
the income of Cosmo was never more 
than 600,000 franes, (50,000 gold florins, ) 
while his fortune was never thought to 
exceed three millions of franes, or six 
hundred thousand dollars. Being invest- 
ed in commerce, his property yielded, 
and ought to have yielded, an income 
of twenty per cent. Nevertheless, an in- 
ventory made in 1469 showed, that, after 
twenty-nine years, he left to his son Pie- 
tro a fortune but just about equal in 
amount to that which he had himself 
received from his father. 

With six hundred thousand dollars for 
his whole capital, then, Cosmo was able 


to play his magnificent part in the world’s 


history ; while the Duke of Milan, son of 


the peasant Sforza, sometimes expended 
more than that sum in asingle year. So 
much difference was there between the 
position and requirements of an educated 
and opulent first-citizen, and a low-born 
military parvenu, whom, however, Cosmo 
was most earnest to encourage and to 
strengthen in his designs against the 
liberties of Lombardy. 

This Riccardi palace, as Cosmo ob- 
served after his poor son Peter had 
become bed-ridden with the gout, was a 
marvellously large mansion for so small a 
family as one old man and one cripple. 
It is chiefly interesting, now, for the fres- 
cos with which Benozzo Gozzoli has 
adorned the chapel. The same cause 
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which has preserved these beautiful paint- 
ings so fresh, four centuries long, has 
unfortunately always prevented their 
being seen to any advantage. The ab- 
sence of light, which has kept the colors 
from fading, is most provoking, when 
one wishes to admire the works of a great 
master, whose productions are so rare. 
Gozzoli, who lived and worked through 
the middle of the fifteenth century, is 
chiefly known by his large and graceful 
compositions in the Pisan Campo Santo. 
These masterpieces are fast crumbling 
into mildewed rubbish. He had as much 
vigor and audacity as Ghirlandaio, with 
more grace and freshness of invention. 
He has, however, nothing of his dramatic 
power. His genius is rather idyllic and 
romantic. Although some of the fig- 
ures in these Medici palace frescos are 
thought to be family portraits, still they 
hardly seem very lifelike. The subjects 
selected are a Nativity, and an Adora- 
tion of the Magi. In the neighborhood 
of the window is a choir of angels singing 
Hosanna, full of freshness and vernal 
grace. The long procession of kings rid- 
ing to pay their homage, “ with tedious 
pomp and rich retinue long,” has given 
the artist an opportunity of exhibiting 
more power in perspective and fore- 
shortening than one could expect at that 
epoch. ‘There are mules and _ horses, 
caparisoned and bedizened; some led 
by grinning blackamoors, others ridden 
by showy kings, effulgent in brocade, 
glittering spurs, and gleaming cuirasses. 
Here are horsemen travelling straicht 
towards the spectator,—there, a group, in 
an exactly opposite direction, is forcing 
its way into the picture,—while hunters 
with hound and horn are pursuing the 
stag on the neighboring hills, and idle 
spectators stand around, gaping and daz- 
zled; all drawn with a free and accurate 
pencil, and colored with much brillian- 
cy ;—a triumphant and masterly compo- 
sition, hidden in a dark corner of what 
has now become a great dusty building, 


filled with public offices. 
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XI. 
FIESOLE. 

Here sits on her hill the weird old 
Etrurian nurse of Florence, withered, 
superannuated, feeble, warming her pal- 
sied limbs in the sun, and looking 
vacantly down upon the beautiful child 
whose cradle she rocked. Fiesole is per- 
haps the oldest Italian city. The inhab- 
itants of middle and lower Italy were 
Pelasgians by origin, like the earlier races 
of Greece. The Etrurians were an abo- 
riginal stock,—that is to say, as far as 
anything can be definitely stated regard- 
ing their original establishment in the 
peninsula; for they, too, doubtless came, 
at some remote epoch, from beyond the 
Altai mountains. 

In their arts they seem to have been 
original,—at least, until at a later period 
they began to imitate the culture of 
Greece. They were the only ancient 
Italian people who had the art-capacity ; 
and they supplied the wants of royal 
Rome, just as Greece afterwards supplied 
the republic and the empire with the far 
more elevated creations of her plastic 
gel ius 

The great works undertaken. by the 


Tarquins, if there ever were Tarquins, 





were in the hands of Etrurian architects 
and s ulptors. The admirable system 
of subterranean drainage in Rome, by 


> ae } 
which the swampy hollows among the 





s were converted into stately 
streets, and the stupendous cloaca maz- 
ima, the buried arches of which have sus- 
tained for more than two thousand years, 


flinching, the weight of superin- 





cumbent Rome, were Etrurian perform- 
ances, commenced six centuries before 

It would appear that this people had 
rat] 1. tendency to the useful, than to 
the beautiful. Unable to assimilate the 
elements of beauty and grace furnished 
by more genial races, this mystic and 
vanished nation was rather prone to the 
stupendously an 1 minutely practical, than 
devoted to the beautiful for its own sake. 


At Fiesole, the vast Cyclopean walls, 


still fixed and firm as the everlasting hills, 
in their parallelopipedal layers, attest the 
grandeur of the ancient city. Here are 
walls built, probably, before the founda- 
tion of Rome, and yet steadfast as the 
Apennines. There are also a broken 
ring or two of an amphitheatre ; for the 
Etrurians preceded and instructed the 
Romans in gladiatorial shows. It is sug- 
gestive to seat one’s self upon these solid 
-five hundred 


years ago some grave Etrurian citizen, 


granite seats, where twenty 





re 


wrapped in his mantle of Tyrrhenian 
p irple, his straight-nosed wife at his side, 
with serpent bracelet and enamelled 
brooch, and a hopeful family clustering 
playfully at their knees, looked placidly 
on, while slaves were baiting and butch- 


ering each other in the arena below. 


4 
‘he Duomo is an edifice of the 


Romanesque period, and cont 





some 
masterpieces by Mino da Fiesole. Ona 
fine day, however, the church is too dis- 
mal, and the scene outside too glowing 
and golden, to permit any compromise 
between nature and Mino. The view 
from the I 


brow of the hill, site of the ancient acrop- 





inciscan convent upon the 
olis, is on the whole the very best which 
ean be obtained of Florence and the Val 
d’ Arno. All the verdurous 


ing hills which are heaped about Firenze 


gently roll- 


la bella are visible at once. There, 


stret 


ied languidly upon those piles of 


velvet cushions, reposes tl 


i€ luxurious, 
jewelled, tiara-crowned city, like Cleo- 
patra on her couch. Notl 


save an 


sea-coast, 


ung, 
the 


Oriental or Italian city on 


can present a more beautiful picture. 
The hills are tossed about so softly, the 
sunshine comes down in its gold n shower 


so voluptuously, the yellow Arno moves 


along its ( hannel sO noisele ssly, the « hains 
of villages, villas, convents, and palaces 
are strung together with such a profuse 
+} 


° } 
and care less grace, W reathing nemseives 


from hill to hill, and around every coigne 


of vantage, the forests of olive and the 
festoons of vine are so poetical and sug- 
gestive, that we wonder not that civilized 
man has found this an attractive abode 


centuries. 


for twenty-fiv 
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The Battle 


dead. "Tis 
polished tortoise-shell, of which the living 


inhabitant 


Florence is stone but a 


has ] ne since crumbled to 
dust; but it still gleams in the sun with 
wondrous radiance. 

Just at 


the convert terrace, is the Villa Mozzi, 


your feet, as you stand on 
where, not long ago, were found buried 
jars of Roman coins of the republican 
era, hidden there by Catiline, at the ep- 
och of his memorable conspiracy. Upon 
the same spot was the favorite residence 
of Lorenzo Magnifico; concerning whose 
probable ponderings, as he sat upon his 
terrace, with his legs d ingling over F lor- 
ence, much may be learned from the 
guide-book of the immortal Murray, so 
that he who runs may read and philoso- 


phize. 


THE BATTLE 

Ir was two hours before dawn on Sun- 
day, the memorable seventh of October, 
1571, 
The 


still 


when the fleet weighed anchor. 


wind had become lighter, but it was 


contrary, and the valleys were in- 


debted for their progress much more to 


their oars than to their sails. By sunrise 


they were abreast of the Curzolares, a 


eluster of huge rocks, or ro ky islets, 
which, on the north, defends the en- 
trance of the Gulf of Lepanto. The 
fleet moved laboriously along, while 


rained to catch the first 
At k noth 
Real 
soon after an- 
fleet 


every eve was st 
glimpse of the 


the 


called out, “ 


hostile navy. 
watch from the foretop ot the 
A sail !” 

the w! 
Several 


and 


nounced that ile Ottoman 


Was in sight. others, climbing 


up the rigging, confirmed his report; and 
in a few moments more word 
to the effect by Andrew 


who commanded the 


was sent 
Doria, 
_ 
anuere 
Don 


John, ordering his pendant to be dis- 


same 


on right. 


was no longer any doubt; and 


played at the mizzen-peak, unfurled the 


great standard of the League, given by 


of Lepanto. [ December, 


Looking at Florence from the hill-top, 
one is more impressed than ever with the 
The 


of Flowers is itself a flower, and, as you 


appropri iteness of its name. City 





gaze upon it from a height, you see how 
The 
bright villages, gay gardens, palac es, and 
le the city, are not 


it opens from its calyx. many 
convents which encire 
to be reearded separately, but as one 


The 


ence, the 


and he 


compressed 


whole. germ 
half hidden 


its dome, campanile, 


and 
Piazza, with and 
long, slender towers, shooting forth like 
the stamens and pistils, is closely folded 
-autiful 
corolla spreads its brilliant and fragrant 


and sombre, while the vast and be 


circumference, petal for 


upon pet il. 


miles and miles around. 


< 
OF LEPANTO. 


the pope, and directed a gun to be fired, 
the sigl al 
ran along the rocky shores, fell cheerily 


the 


for battle. The r port, as it 


} eo 1 
I contiederates 


ars of 


on tne ¢€ who, 
raising their eyes towards the conse- 
crated banner, filled the air with their 
shx ts 


The principal captains now came on 
Rea i 
of the commander-in-chief. 
lat 
to 


board the to receive the last orders 


Even at this 


hour there were some who ventured 


intimate their doubts of tl expe- 


diency of engaging the enemy in a posi- 
tion where he had a decided advantage 
the discussion. 


Sut Don John cut short 


“ Gentlemen,” he said, “this is the time 


for combat, not for counsel.” He 


continued the dispositions he was n aking 
for the vult. 


He had already given to 


each com- 


mander of a galley written instructions 


as to the manner in which the line of 


battle was to be formed, in case of meet- 
ing the enemy. The armada was now 
formed in that order. It extended on a 


front of three miles. Far on the right 
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a squadron of 


commanded 


sixty-four gallevs was 
the Andrew 
Mos! 


was 


DY Genoese, 


the 





Doria, a name of terror to 
Th 


consis 


centre, or battle, as it called, 


gy of sixty-three galleys, was led 
by John of 


one side by Colonna, the 


Austria, who was supported 
captain- 
ral of the pope, and on the other by 

I : 


the Venetiaz 


Immediately in 


captain-general, Veniero. 
the rear was the galley 
dador Requesens, who still 


remained near the person of his former 














puy though a difference which arose 
between them on the voyage, fortunately 
now healed, showed that the young 
commander-in-chief was wholly 
de { ul t he! in ( irt 
| ett ving was commanded 
noble \ in, Barberigo, whos es- 
Be { ed alon tl Etolian hore 
Ww vent his being tu l by 
the ( i ipproached as 1 ul s, 1n 
I 
h G ( the coas ] dared to 
vi Finally, the reserve sisting 
ol l o ll ys, was ven to the 
I M -< pa » © Z, \ 
cir¢ s to act yn ny } t where 
he his esence I needed 
TI sO yf t h had 
I seem to e taken li 
| u ym, Whicl s thus leit to 
the $ 
l und vas » oO sO 
rr vith his s ) low 
room ing to a ’ 
al rh t ible emy 
to I H l ted to 
, rs ‘ 
\ boat . I } i 
l f the gall re pro- 
I 4 hind er th " 


‘ shock e enemy 
und hi rfered v the work- 

| x of the guns Don John 
i of his vessel cut away; 
il rhe Vas sp lily tollowed 
t ; e fleet, and, as it is said 
W Y good effect. It may seem 
st: hat this discovery should have 
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When the officers had 


last 


received their 


instructions, they returned to their 





respec ‘ls; and Don John, going 





on board of a light frigate 


, passed rapidly 


through that part of the armada lying on 





his right, while he commanded Reque- 
sens to do the same with the vessels on 
his left. t was to feel the tem- 
ver of his men, and rouse their mettle 





yy a few words of enco iragement. 
Venetians he reminded of their recent 
injuries. The hour for vengeance, he 


arrived. 
} 


contiederates, he 





tl Cre o conque or cle But 
, ‘ ou die or I ‘ do your 
d { Ss day d you ¥ i s ure a 
is immortality.” His words were 
re d with a burst of enthusiasm 
Ww h went ) ie heart of I com 
mand id assured him that he could 
rely on his men in the how lL On 
l iwn to his vessel, he saw Veniero 
on s quarter-deck, and th 1anged 
ns in as friendly) ! is if 
no d ence had existed ween them. 
\t a e this, both these brave 
men were willing to fore personal 
animosity, In a commo! ng of devo- 
ho ) ( reat cause 1 which they 
were ¢ ved. 
I O fleet came on slowly 
’ with d ‘ Fo tr to say, 
the wind, which had hitherto been ad- 
ve to ( 8 e] for a 
t ’ F shifted to tl ( posite 
iarte and blew in t f f the 
‘ \ As day ‘ more- 
( | S hich had { the 
r ri e conteder ‘ \ shot 
s rays into those of the M s. Both 
ircumstane were ol ( 1 < ‘ » the 
Cc} 1 und the first was r ied as 
nothi short of a direct on of 
Heaven. ‘Thus ploughing its way along, 
the Turkish armament, as it came near- 
er into view, showed itself in greater 
strength than had been antich ited by 
the allies. It consisted of nearly two 


hundred and fifty royal galleys, most of 


them of the largest class, besides a num- 
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ber of smaller vessels in the rear, which, 
like those of the allies, appear scarcely 
to have come into action. The men on 
board, including those of every descrip- 
tion, were computed at not less than a 
hundred The 
galleys spread out, as usual with the 
Turks, in the form of a regular half- 


and twenty thousand. 


moon, covering a wider extent of surface 
than the combined fleets, which they 
They 


somewhat exceeded in numbers. 


presented, indeed, as they drew nearer, 
a magnificent array, with their gilded 
and gaudily painted prows, and their 
myriads of pennons and streamers flut- 
tering gayly in the breeze, while the 
rays of the morning sun glanced on the 
polished scymitars of Damascus, and on 
the superb aigrettes of jewels which 
sparkled in the turbans of the Ottoman 


chiefs. 


In the centre of the extended line, 
and directly opposite to the station 


occupied by the captain-general of the 
League, was the Ali 
Pasha. The right of the was 


commanded by Mehemet Siroco, viceroy 


huge galley of 


armada 


of Egypt, a circumspect as well as cour- 
ageous leader ; the left by Uluch Ali, dey 
of Algiers, the redoubtable of 
the Mediterranean. Ali Pasha had ex- 
perienced a similar difficulty with Don 
had 


strongly urged the inexpediency of en- 


corsair 


John, as several of his officers 
gaging so formidable an armament as 
that of the allies. But Ali, like his rival, 
was young and ambitious. He had been 
sent by his master to fight the enemy ; 
and remonstrances, even those 
of Mehemet he had 


great respect, could turn him from his 


no not 


Siroco, for whom 


purpose. 
He intelli- 


gence that the allied fleet was much 


had, moreover, received 
inferior in strength to what it proved. 
In this error he was fortified by the first 
appearance of the Christians; for the 
extremity of their left wing, command- 
ed by Barberigo, stretching behind the 
ZEtolian shore, was hidden from his view. 
As he drew nearer, and saw the whole 
extent of the Christian lines, it is said 
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If so, he still did 
He 
the 


his countenance fell. 
not abate one jot of his resolution. 
spoke to those around him with 
same confidence as before of the result 
of the battle. 


strain every effort. 


He urged his rowers to 
Ali was a man of 
more humanity than often belonged to 
his 
or nearly all, Christian captives ; 
and pithy 


nation. His galley-slaves were all, 
and he 
addressed them in this neat 
manner: “If your countrymen win this 
day, Allah give you the benefit of it! 
Yet if I it, shall 
freedom. If you feel that I do well by 
you, do then the like by me.” 


win you have your 


As the Turkish admiral drew nearer, 
ler of battle 


he made a change in his order 
by separating his wings farther from his 





hus conforming to the dispositions 


Before he had come within 





he fired a gun by way of 


cannon-sh 


chall 


It was answered 
of John of 


second gun discharged by 


e to his enemy. 
by another from the galley 
Austria. A 
Ali was as promptly replied to by the 
Christian commander. The distance be- 
two fleets was now rapidly 
ishing. At this 


e reigned throt 


hour a 
ehout the 
Men 


if ab- 


} 
soiemn 





confederates. 





their breath, as 


sorbed 


in the « x per tation of some 
ythe. The day 


still ady 


creat 


was magnificent. 


catastro] 


A light 


Turks, played on the waters, somewhat 


breeze, erse to the 


fretted by contrary winds. It was near- 
ly noon; and as the sun, mounting 
through a cloudless sky, rose to the 


zenith, he seemed to pause, as if to look 





down on the beautiful scene, where the 
multitude of galleys, moving over the 
water, showed like a holiday spec tacle 


rather than a preparation for mortal 
combat. 

The illusion was soon dispelled by the 
fierce yells which 
the Turkish 


tomary war-cry with which the 


rose on the air from 
the 
Moslems 


Very different was 


armada. It was cus 
entered into battle. 
the scene on board of the Christian gal- 
Don John 


armed cap-a-pie, standing on the prow 


levs. might be there seen, 
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of the Real, anxiously awaiting the com- 
In 


tion, kneel lg down, he raised his eyes 
} } 


to heaven, and | he 
Almighty would 


I 


that day I 


ing conflict. this conspicuous posi- 


liz 
uunbly prayed that t 
be 


lis example was speedily 
t t 


with his people on 


followed DY the whole fleet. Officers 
and men, all falling on their knees, and 
turning 1eir eyes to the consecrated 
ban vhich floated from the Real, put 
up a vetition like that of their com- 
mander. They then received absolution 
from the priests, of whom there were 


h vessel; and each man, as 


leet, 


some in { 
he rose I 
from the assurance 


Hosts would fig] 


gathered new strength 


that the Lord of 


ae 
it on his side. 


When the foremost vessels of the 
Turl had thi , ] 

urks had come within cannon-shot, 
they « 1 a fire on the Christians. 


oon ran along the whole of 


line, and was kept up with- 





out inte ption as it advanced. Don 
John g o s for trumpet and ata- 
bal s 1 the signal for action; and 
a si eous discharge followed from 
such oO guns in the combined fleet 
as nthe enemy. Don John 
I} | } az to be towed 
som I nile al 1 of th fleet, where 
they n t the ad anct of the 
Pu As the latter came abreast of 
the! oy s delivered the 
broa t and left, and their heavy 
ora wed a startli go effect 
Ali P orders for his galleys to 
0} i i s le, und pass without 
eng e monsters of the deep, 
ol ha had no « XT ence 
Even s heavy guns did consider- 
abl I the nearest vessels, and 
ea confusion in th pasha’s 
rhey wi however, 
I ] uft, and, having accom- 
p! t, seem to have taken 
no fu t in the combat. The 
m tl left wing of the 
1 Me met Siroco was de- 
¢. ‘This had been antici- 
| Barberigo, the Venetian ad- 


commanded in that quarter. 





revent it, as we have seen, he lay 
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with his vessels as near the coast as he 
dared. Siroco, better acquainted with 
the there space 


enough for him to pass, and darting by 


soundings, saw was 


with all the speed that oars and wind 
could give him, he succeeded in doubling 
on his enemy. ‘Thus placed between 
Christian 
No 
galleys went to the bot 


more 


two fires, the extreme of th« 


left fou 





t at terrible disadvantage. 
less than eight 


Several 


The brave Barberigo, 


tom. were captured. 


throwing himself 
into the heat of the fight, without avail- 
ing himself of his defensive armor, was 
pierced in the eye by an arrow, and 
though reluctant to leave the glory of 
1 to another, was to 


- 
neid 
The combat still continued with 


the borne his 
cabin. 
unabated fury on the part of the Vene- 
They fought like men who felt 


that the 


tians. 
war was theirs, and who were 


animated not only by the thirst for glory, 


but for reve nge. 

Far on the Christian right, a mancu- 
vre similar to that so successfully exe- 
cuted by Siroco was attempted by 


Nueh Ali, the viceroy ot Algiers. 





I 
] 








rofiting by his superiority of numbers, 
he endeavored to turn the right wing of 
the co lerates. It was in this quarter 
that And Ww Doria commanded. He 
als of his 
enemy, and he succeeded in foiling it. 
It was a trial of skill between the two 
most accomplished seamen in the Med- 
iterrarean. Doria extended his line so 
far to the right, inde ed, to preve nt being 


surrounded, that Don John was obliged 
remind hi he left the 
u h His 


were so far unfortunate for 


to m that centre 


m too exposed. dispositions 


himself that 


is own line was thus weakened and 





afforded some vulnerable points to his 
assal The se were soon dete cted by 





Uluch Ali: and like the 


oping on his prey, he 


the eagle eye of 
ot swt 
fell on some galleys separated by a con- 
iderable interval from their companions, 


d off 


t Capitana of Malta in triumph 


and, sinking more than one, carri 
the grea 
as his prize. 


While the combat thus opened disas- 
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trously to the 
and on the left 


allies both on the right 
, in the centre they may 
be said to have fought with doubtful for- 
tune. Don led 
gallantly forward. But the object on 


John had his division 


which he was intent was an 
with Ali Pasha, the foe most worthy of 
The Turkish 


had the same combat no 


encounter 
his sword. commander 
less at heart. 
The galleys of both were easily recog- 
nized, not only from their position, but 
from their superior size and richer deco- 
ration. The one, moreover, displayed 
the 


standard. 


the holy banner of the League; 
other, the great 
This, like the ancient standard of the 
caliphs, was held sacred in its character. 
It was the 
Koran, emblazoned in letters of gold, 
with the name of Allah inscribed upon 
it no less than twenty-eight thousand 
hundred times. It the 
ner of the Sultan, having passed from 
father to 


Ottoman 


covered with texts from 


nine was ban- 


son since the foundation of 
the imperial dynasty, and was never 
field the Grand- 
Seignior or his lieutenant was there in 
person. 

Both the and the Moslem 
chief urged on their rowers to the top 
of their sper d. ; shot 
ahead of the rest of the line, driven 
through the 


force of a tornado, and closing 


seen in the unless 


Christian 
Their galleys soon 


boiling surges as by the 
with a 
shock that made every timber crack, and 
the two vessels quiver to their very keels. 


the 


pasha’s galley, 


indeed, was 
the 

which was considerably the larger 

the 


So powerful, 
they received, 


impetus 
that 
and 
loftier of 


two, was thrown so far 
upon its opponent that the prow rea hed 
the fourth bench of rowers. As soon as 


the vessels 


other, and those 


were disengaged from each 


on board had recovered 
from the shock, the work of death began. 
Don John’s chief strength consisted in 
jeu bus- 
iers, culled from the flower of his infan- 


try. 


some three hundred Spanish a 


Ali, on the other hand, was pro- 
vided with the like number of janissaric s. 
He was also followed by a smaller vessel, 


in which two hundred more were sta- 
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tioned as a corps de réserve. He had, 
moreover, a hundred archers on board. 
The with the 
Turks, as with the other Moslems. 


bow was still much in use 


The pasha opened at 


fire of 


once on his 


enemy a terrible cannon and 


musketry. It was returned with equal 
spirit, and much more effect; for the 
Turkish 
shoot over the heads of their adversaries. 
Their 


defences which protecte d the sides of the 


} 
marksmen were observed to 


galley was unprovided with the 
Spanish vessels ; and the troops, huddled 
together on their lofty prow, presented 
mark to 


though numbers of 


an ei their enemies’ balls. 
But them fell 
every discharge, their places 
those 


incessant fire, moreover, wasted 


sy 
at 
were soon 
Their 

the 
strength of the Spaniards; and as both 
Mussulman fought with 
indomitable spirit, it seemed doubtful to 
which 


supplied by in reserve. 


Christian and 

side the victory would incline. 

The affair was made more complicated 
by the entrance of other parties into the 
A I 

conflict. B 





h Ali and Don John were 


supported by some of the most valiant 
captains in their fleets. Next to the 
Spanish commander, as we have seen, 


were Colonna and the veteran Veniero, 


who, at the age of seventy-six, performed 


feats of arms worthy of a paladin of 


romance. Thus a little squadron of com- 
batants gathered around the prin ipal 
leaders, who sometimes found themselves 


a 





sailed by several enemies at the same 


time. Still the chiefs did not lose sig 





of one their in- 
could, each 


another, but beating off 


ferior foes well as they 


as 
refusing to loosen his hold, clung with 
mortal grasp to his antagonist. 


Thus the fieht raged along the whole 


extent of the entrance of the Gulf of 
Lepanto. If the eye of the spectator 
could have penetrated the cloud of 
smoke that enveloped the combatants, 
and have embraced the whole scene at a 


glance, he would have beheld them brok- 
en up into small detachments, engaged 
in conflict with one another, wholly in- 
the indeed 
ignorant of all that was doing in other 


dependently of rest, and 
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: = 
volumes of vapor, rolling 


hi y over the waters, effectually shut 

ou om sight whatever was passing at 
let : ] 

any iS1cie iwwle distance, unless whe ha 

ire ( breeze dispelled the smoke for 

a moment, or the flashes of the heavy 

guns threw a transient gleam over the 





dark canopy of battle. The contest 
exhibited few of those « nlarged combi- 
nations and skilful manceuvres to be 
expected in a great naval encounter. 
] s rather an assemblage of petty 
ar n rest mbling those on land. The 
galleys, grappling together, presented a 
level arena, on which soldier and galley- 
slave fought hand to hand, and the fate 
if the engagement was generally decided 
by | As in most hand-to-hand 

ynte was an enormous waste 
ot The decks were loaded with 


istian and Moslem lying 








| ’ A =~ 
pronmiuscuously together in the embrace 
of death. Instances are given where 
eV man on board was slain or wound- 
| +] meal | 
ed. It was a ghastly spectacle, where 
: —_— ° i : : 
I 1 flowed in rivulets down the sides 
it vessels, staining the waters of the 


Gulf for miles around. 








It seemed as if some hurricane had 
8 p vel ne sea ind covered it with 
x ¢ he no arminaments which 
al it before were so proudly riding 
t 1. Little had they now to 
l one of then late magnificent 
" eir hulls ba ed and de- 
’ ts and ‘ e ¢ ear- 
f splintered by the s I invas 
sh ind flo o y on the 
‘ mu und , I i ad l 
* men were clinging to the float 
vents, and calling | fi 
' 1 was the wild up h 
had 1 to the Sabba ike still- 
I vo hours be had reigned 
o wutiful solitudes 
r wing if { ( l rates, 
( i | by Barl vo, had been sore- 
] 1D 1 the Tu ks, as we have 
( t the beginning of the fight 


+ 1. , + 
Ba ro himself had been mortally 


wounded. His line had been. turned. 
Several of his galleys had 


been sunk. 
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But 


from despair. By 


the Venetians gathered courage 


incredible etforts they 


succeeded in beating off their 


enenies, 


became the issailants their 


in 


Phe y 


turn. . Sword in hand, they carried one 


vessel after another. The Capuchin, with 


ypu 
uplifted crucifix, was seen to head the 


attack, and to lead the boarders to the 


The 


instance Ss, 


assault. Christian galley-slave 


some broke their fetters 


joined their countrymen ag 


masters. Fortunately, the vessel of Me- 


hemet Siroco, the Mo 


iem admiral, was 
sunk; and though extricated from the 
water himself, it was only to perish by 
the sword of his conqueror, Juan Conta- 


rini. The Venetian could find no mercy 
) 
for the Turk. 


The fall of their e gave the 


IMmManat 


final blow to his followers W ithout 
further attempt to prolong the fig they 
fled before the avengi swords of the 
Venetians. Chose n¢ the land en- 





deavored their 


abandoned 


to es ape unnIng 


vessels as where they 


them as prizes to the Christians. Yet 
many of the fugitives, before gaining the 
shore perish 1 miser: y the waves. 
Bar erigo. the Ven an amirai who 
was still lingering in agony, heard the 

l Ss ol th ene ( i] l X- 
( iuming, I ue cont 1bed, i} t ithed 
his last. 

Me i\ hile ( coml had CC! rO- 
ing forw lin the «¢ re t 1 the 
two < ! wna el Do J and 





sant | I and n ry 
t i ( C.0} d Kt 1 il 1 rs 
robe of ines Both pa s lo it 
h ¢ l t | ! ul 
ie ur Twice » ) i- 
ed their enemy, and both times the ad 
| 1 repulsed y ( S 
s vy in tl e of the 3 
y ‘ vet il - 
ft ( i | ’ = it ft ius 
inflicted had not been speedils paired 
by h 1 rcements More than 
once the contest etween t two hief- 
tains was int rrupted DY) the arTiy il of 
others to take part in the fray. They 
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soon, however, returned to one another, 
as if unwilling to waste their strength on 
a meaner enemy. Through the whole 
engagement both commanders exposed 
themselves to danger as freely as any 
common soldier. Even Philip must have 
admitted that in such a contest it would 
have been difficult for his brother to find 


with honor a place of safety. Don John 


received a wound in the foot. It wasa 
slight one, however, and he would not 


allow it to be attended to till the action 
was over. 

At length the men were mustered, 
and a third time the trumpets sounded to 
successful than 


the assault. It was mor 


those preceding. The Spaniards threw 


themselves boldly into the Turkish gal- 


ley. They were met by the janissaries 
with the same spirit as before. Ali 
Pasha led them on. Unfortunately, at 


this moment he was struck by a musket- 
ball in the 


on the gang 


head, and stretched senseless 


rway. His men fought wor- 
nown. Bi 

ied 
After a short, but 


tual struggle against the fiery impetuosity 


thily of their ancient r it they 
their 
r, 


missed the accuston voice of 


commander. int 
of the Spaniards, they were overpower¢ d 
and threw down their arms. The decks 
were lo ided with the bodies of the dead 


and the dying. Beneath these was dis- 





covered the Turkish commander-in-chief, 
sorely wounded, but perhaps not mor- 
tally. He ( 


Castilian 


drawn forth 


was 





soldi rs, who, recognizing his 
person, would at 
But the 


rallied from the first effects of his blow, 


once have despatched 


him. wounded chief, having 


had presence of mind enough to divert 
them from their purpose by pointing out 
where he had d posited 
his money and jewels, and they hastened 
to profit by the 
tre should 


their comrades. 


the place below 


} disclosure before the 


asure fall into the hands of 


Ali was not so successful with another 
soldier, who came up soon after, brandish- 
ing his sword, and preparing to plunge 
it into the body of the prostrate com- 
mander. It was in vain that the latter 


us 
Ht 


endeavored to turn the ruffian from 
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He of 
those galley-slaves whom Don John had 
be the oar, 
and furnished with arms. He could not 


purpose. was a convict,—one 


caused to unchained from 
believe that any treasure would be worth 
so much to him as the head of the pasha. 
Without further hesitation he dealt him a 
blow which severed it from his shoulders. 
Then returning to his galley, he laid the 


But 


he had miscalculated on his recompense. 


bloody trophy before Don John. 
His commander gazed on it with a look 
of pity mingled with horror. He may 
have thought of the generous conduct of 
Ali to his Christian captives, and have 
felt that he He 


coldly inquired “ of what use such a pres- 


deserved a better fate. 


ent could be to him,” and then ordered 
it to be thrown into the sea. Far from 


} 1 


being obe yed, it is said the head was 
stuck on a pike and raised aloft on board 


At the 
the banner of the Crescent was pulled 


the captive galley. same time 


down, while that of the Cross run up in 


its place proclaimed the downfall of the 


pasha. 





The sight of the sacred ensign was 
welcomed by the Christians with a shout 
of “ Victory !” which rose high above the 


din of battle. The tidings of the death 
of Ali soon passed from mouth to mouth, 
giving fresh heart to the confederates 
but falline like 
Moslems 


Their fire 


, 
a knell on the ears of the 
Their confidence 
la kened. T 


and weaker. 


was 





gone. 

heir efforts grew 
l '™) 

veaker They were too 


far from shore to seek an asylum there, 
They 
had no resource but to prolong the com- 
bat to Most preferred 
he latter. Many vessels were carried 


by boarding, 


like their comrades on the right. 


or surrender. 


others sunk by the victori- 





ous Christians. Before four hours had 
el upsed, the centre, like the right wing 
of the Moslems, might be said to be anni- 
hilated. 

Still the fight was lingering on the 


right of the confederates, where, it will 
be remembered, Uluch Ali, the Algerine 
chief, had profited by Doria’s error in ex- 
tending his line so far as greatly to weak- 


en it. His adversary, attacking it on its 

















most vulnerable quarter, had succeeded, 
as we have seen, in capturing and de- 
stroying several vessels, and would have 
inflicted still heavier losses on his enemy, 
had it not been for the seasonable succor 
the Marquis of 


brave who 


received from Santa 


This 


manded the reserve, had already been 


Cruz. officer, 


com- 


service to Don John, when the 


several Turkish 





galleys at once, dur his combat with 


Ali Pasha; the Marquis having arrived 
at this jun t 





: © 23 
ure, and beating off the as- 


sailants, one ol 


whom he afterwards cap- 


tured, the commander-in-chief was en- 


abled to resume his engagement with the 
pasha 

J Cruz learn the 
critical situation of Doria, than, support- 


ed by Cardona, general of the Sicilian 


his re- 


yushed forward to 


squadron, he I 
lief. Dashing into the midst of the 
me th ll like a thunderbolt on the 





Few 


withstand the shock. But in 


ittempted to 


their haste 








to id they were encountered by 
Do and renoese Thus beset on 
all sides, Uluch Ali was compelled to 
abandon his and provide for his 
own sa y « He eut adritt 


] he had 
his stern, and on which three 


ted the 


which 


desperate 
As 


tidings 








they were the fa- 
Mediterranean 


from 


,» who 


infancy on its 


out his signals for retreat, 


} 


was soon to be seen, at the 





ron, standing towards 





the north, under as much canvas as re- 
m to him after the battle, and 
ure’ forward thr the deep by the 
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Doria 


ruz followed quickly in his 


whole streneth of his oarsmen. 
and Santa ¢ 
wake. 
of the 


But he was borne on the wings 


wind, and soon distanced his pur- 


suers. Don John, having disposed of his 


own a lants, was to the 


coming 





sup- 
port of Doria, and now joined in 
viceroy. A ro 


stretching far into the sea, lay in the path 


the pur- 





. > 
suit of the 


headland, 


of the fugitive, and his enemies hoped 
Some few 


to inter: ept him there. of his 


stranded on the rocks. But the 


} 
vessels 


rest, near forty in number, standing more 


boldly 
ontory. 
they gradually faded from the 
— 


Salis, the 


ubled the 


out to sea, sa 





prom- 


Then quickening their flight, 
, horizon, 
their white last thing visible, 
flock of 


their 


,* 1") 
austi ike a 


showing in the 


Arctic 


ince 


sea-fowl on their way to 


n itive homes. The confederates ex- 
plained the inferior sailing of their own 


galleys by the circumstance of their row- 
ers, who had been allowed to bear arms 
in the ficht, being crippled by their 
wounds. 

The battle had lasted more than four 
hours The Sky, which had been almost 


without a cloud through the day, began 


now to be overcast, and showed sions ota 


coming storm. Before seeking a place 
of shelter for himself and his prizes, Don 
onnoitred the scene of action. 


John re 


He met with several vessels in too dam- 











aved a state for further service. These 
mostly belonging to the enemy) ifter sav- 
ing what was of any value on boar 1, he 
ordered to be burnt. He selected the 
neighboring port of Petala, as affording 
the most secure and acces le harbor for 
the night Before he had arrived there, 
the tempest began to mutter and dark- 
ness was on the water. Yet the dark- 
ness rendered the more visible the blaz- 
ing whic h, se nding up streams 
of fire mingled with showers of sparks, 


' ' 
voicanoes on the deep 


looked like 


} 1 
Long and loud were the congratula- 


tions now paid to the young commander- 
in-chief by his brave companions in arms, 


cess of the day. 


The hours 


on the sur 
passed blithely with officers and men, 
to another their 


while they recounted on 
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manifold achievements. But feelings of 
gloom mingled with their gayety, as they 
gathered tidings of the loss of friends 
who had bought this victory with their 
blood. 

It was, indeed, a sanguinary battle, 
surpassing in this particular any sea-fight 
The 


the most heavily on the enemy. 


of modern times. loss fell much 
There 
is the usual discrepancy about num- 
bers; but it may be safe to estimate the 
Turkish loss at about twenty-four thou- 
sand slain, and five thousand prisoners. 
But what gave most joy to the hearts 
of the conquerors was the liberation of 
twelve thousand Christian captives, who 
had been chained to the oar on board the 
Moslem galleys, and who now came forth 
with tears streaming down their haggard 
cheeks, to bless their deliverers. 

The loss of the allies was compara- 
tively small,—less than eight thousand. 
That it 
their enemies may be referred in part 
the 


was so much less than that of 


to their superiority in ise of fire- 


arms; in part, also, to their exclusive 
use of these, instead of employing bows 
and arrows, weapons much less effective, 
but on which the Turks, like the other 
Moslem nations, seem to have greatly 
relied. Lastly, the Turks were the van- 
quished party, and in their heavier loss 
suffered the almost invariable lot of the 
vanquished. 

As to their armada, it may almost be 
Not 


more than forty galleys escaped, out of 


said to have been annihilated. 
near two hundred and fifty which had 
One hundred 
divided 


The remainder, 


entered into the action. 


and thirty’ were taken and 
among the conquerors. 
sunk or burned, were swallowed up by 
the waves. To counterbalance all this, 
lost 


not more than fifteen galleys, though a 


the confederates are said to have 
much larger number doubtless were ren- 


dered unfit for service. This disparity 
affords good evidence of the inferiority 
of the Turks in the construction of their 
vessels, as well as in the nautical skill 
required to manage them. A _ large 


amount of booty, in the form of gold, 
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jewels, and brocade, was found on board 
several of the prizes. The galley of the 
commander-in-chief alone is stated to 
have contained one hundred and seventy 
thousand gold sequins,—a large sum, but 
not large enough, it seems, to buy off his 
life. 

The losses of the combatants cannot 
be fairly presented without taking into 
the account the quality as well as the 
The 


persons of consideration, both Christians 


number of the slain. number of 


and Moslems, who embarked in the ex- 
The roll of 


slaughter showed that in the race of 


pedition, was very great. 


glory they gave little heed to their per- 
The 


among 


second in 
the 
Turkish ar- 


officer 
the 
commander-in-chief of the 
the 


sonal safety. 


command Venetians, 
commander of its 
Many 
a high-born cavalier closed at Lepanto a 
More 


than one, on the other hand, dated the 


mament, and 


right wing, all fell in the battle. 
long career of honorable service. 
commencement of their career from this 
day. Such was the case with Alexander 
Farnese, the young prince of Parma. 
Though 


cle, John of Austria, difference of birth 


somewhat older than his un- 


had placed a wide distance in their con- 


ditions; the one filling the post of com- 


mander-in-chief, the other only that of a 


private adventurer. Yet even so he 


succeeded in winning great renown by 


his achievements. The galley in which 





he sailed was lying, yard-arm to yard- 
arm, alongside of a Turkish galley, with 
which it was hotly engaged. In the 
midst of the action, th Farnese 


young 
sprang on board of the enemy, and with 
his stout broadsword hewed down all 
who opposed him, opening a path into 
which his comrades poured one after 
another; and after a short, but murder 
ous contest, he succeeded in carrying the 


vessel. As 
astern of Don John’s, the latter could 


Farnese’s galley lay just 
witness the achievement of his nephew, 
which filled him with an admiration he 
did not affect to conceal. The intrepid- 
ity he displayed on this occasion gave 
augury of his character in later life, 
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when he succeeded his uncle in com- 
mand, and surpassed him in military 
renown. 

Another youth was in that sea-fight, 
who, then humble and unknown, was 
destined one day to win laurels of a 
purer and more enviable kind than those 
which the battle-field. This 


was Cervantes, who, at the age of twen- 


grow on 


ty-four, was serving on board the fleet as 
a common soldier. He was confined to 
his bed by a fever; but, notwithstanding 
the remonstrances of his captain, in- 
sisted, on the morning of the action, not 
only on bearing arms, but on being sta- 
And well 


tioned at the post of danger. 


did he 


perform his duty there, as was 
shown by two wounds on the breast, and 
another in the hand, by which he lost 


the of it. 
left 


record those immortal productions which 


use 


Fortunately, it was the 
hand. The right yet remained, to 
were to be familiar as household words, 
not only in his own land, but in every 
quarter of the civilized world. 

A fierce storm of thunder and light- 
ning raged for four-and-twenty hours 
after the battle, during which the fleet 
rode safely at anchor in the harbor of 
Petala. 


kk nger. 


It remained there three days 
Don John profited by the time 
to visit the different galleys and ascer- 
tain their condition. He informed him- 
self of the conduct of the troops, and 
was liberal of his praises to those who 


With the sick and the 


the 


deserved them. 


wounds d he showed 


greatest sym- 
pathy, endeavoring to alleviate their 
sufferings, and furnishing them with 


whatever his galley contained that could 
With so gen- 


erous and sympathetic a nature, it is 


minister to their comfort. 


wonderful that he should have es- 
tablished the of his 


not 
himself in hearts 
soldic rs. 

But the proofs of this kindly temper 
were not confined to his own followers. 
Among the prisoners were two sons of 
Ali, Turkish 


One was seventeen, the other only thir- 


the commander-in-chief. 


teen years of age. Thus early had their 


father desired to initiate them in a pro- 
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fession which, beyond all others, opened 
They 


galley, and 


the way to eminence in Turkey. 
were not on board ‘of his 
when they were informed of his death, 
they were inconsolable. To this sorrow 
was now to be added the doom of slav- 
ery. 

As they were led into the presence of 
Don John, the youths prostrated them- 
the deck of his But 
raising them up, he affectionately em- 
them. He said all he could 


to console their troubles. 


selves on vessel. 
braced 
them under 
He caused them to be treated with the 


their rank. His 


secretary, Juan de Soto, surrendered his 


consideration due to 


quarters to them. They were provided 
with the richest apparel that could be 
found among the spoil. Their table was 


served with the same delicacies as that 


of the commander-in-chief; and his gen- 
tlemen of the chamber showed the same 


himself. His 


kindness did not stop with these acts of 


deference to them as to 


chivalrous courtesy. He received a let- 


ter from their sister Fatima, containing a 
touching appeal to Don John’s human- 


ity, and soliciting the release of her 


orphan brothers. He had sent a courier 
to give their friends in Constantinople 
the assurance of their personal safety ; 
‘which,” adds the lady, “is held by all 
this court as an act of great courtesy,— 
gran gentilezza; and there is no one 
here who does not admire the coodness 
and magnanimity of your Highness.” 
She enforced her petition with a rich 
present, for which she gracefully apolo- 


eized, as intended to express her own 


feelings, though far below his deserts, 

The young princes, in the division of 
the spoil, were assigned to the pope. 
But .Don John n obtaining 
their 


liberation. Unfortunat ly, the el- 


succeeded 
der died ot a 
at Naples 


with 


broken heart, it is said 

The younger was sent home, 
three of his attendants, for whom 
he had an especial regard. Don John 
declined the present, which he gave to 
the 
Turkish princess, he remarked, that “ he 


had 


Fatima’s brother. In a letter to 


done this, not because he under- 
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valued her beautiful gift, but because it who stood in need of their protection, 
had ever been the habit of his royal an- but not to receive aught by way of 


cestors freely to grant favors to those recompense.” 





THE WIND AND STREAM. 


A BROOK came stealing from the ground ; 
You searcely saw its silvery gleam 
Among the herbs that hung around 
The borders of that winding stream,— 
A pretty stream, a placid stream, 
A softly gliding, bashful stream. 


A breeze came wandering from the sky, 
Light as the whispers of a dream ; 

He put the o’erhanging grasses by, 
And gayly stooped to kiss the stream,— 
The pretty stream, the flattered stream, 
The shy, yet unreluctant stream. 


The water, as the wind passed o’er, 
Shot upward many a glancing beam, 
Dimpled and quivered more and more, 
And tripped along a livelier stream,— 
The flattered stream, the simpering stream, 


The fond, delighted, silly stream. 


Away the airy wanderer flew 

To where the fields with blossoms teem, 
To sparkling springs and rivers blue, 

And left alone that little stream,— 

The flattered stream, the cheated stream, 


The sad, forsaken, lonely stream. 


That careless wind no more came back; 
He wanders yet the fields, 1 deem ; 
Sut on its melancholy track 
Complaining went that little stream,— 
The cheated stream, the hopeless stream, 


The ever murmuring, moaning stream. 














Turkey 


TURKEY 


You 


think I am going to tell you about some 


Don’t open your eyes, Polder! 


of my Minnesota experiences; how I 
used to scamper over the prairies on my 
Indian pony, and lie in wait for wild 
turkeys on the edge of an oak open- 
ing. That is pretty sport, too, to creep 
under an oak with low-hanging boughs, 
and in the silence of a glowing autumn- 
day linger by the hour together in a 


trance of warm stillness, watching the 
light tracery of shadow and sun on that 
smooth sward, only now and then roused 
by the fleet rush of a deer through the 
wood, or the brisk chatter of a plume- 
tailed squirrel, till one hears a distant, 
sharp, clucking chuckle, and in an in- 
stant more pulls the trigger, and upsets a 
cock, feather 


grand old bronzed 


glittering in the sunshine, and now splash- 


every 
ed with scarlet blood, the delicate under- 
wing ground into down as he rolls and 
the first shot rarely kills at 


once with an amateur; there’s too much 


flutters; for 
excitement. Splendid sport, that! but 
I'm not going into it second-hand. I 
promised to tell you a story, now the 
skipper’s fast, and the night is too warm 
to think of sleep down in that wretch- 
ed bunk ; 


micht 


-what another torture Dante 
Inferno, if 


No. 


makes me sentimental! 


have lavished on his 
he’d ever slept in a fishing-smack! 
The 8 
Did I 


spent up in Centreville, the year I came 


100nlicht 


ever tell you about a month I 


home from Germany? That was tur- 


key 


hunting with a vengeance ! 

You see, my pretty cousin Peggy mar- 
ried Peter Smith, who owns paper-mills 
herself 


into deep country for life ; a cireumstance 


in Centreville, and has exiled 
I disapprove, because I like Peggy, and 
manufacturers always bore me, though 
Peter is a clever fellow enough; but 
madam was an old flame of mine, and I 
have a lingering tenderness for her yet. 
Just that 
ill indeed, 


I wish she was nearer town. 


year Peggy had been very 
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and Kate, her sister, had gone up to 
nurse her. When I came home Peggy 
was getting better, and sent for me to 
come up and make a visitation there in 
hadn’t for 


June. I Kate 


seen seven 
years,—not since she was thirteen; our 
education intervened. She had gone 


through that grading process and come 
out. By Jupiter! when she met me at 
the door of Smith’s pretty, English-look- 
ing cottage, I took my hat off, she was so 
like that little Brazilian princess we used 
to see in the cortéye of the court at Par- 
is. What was her name ? 


that! 


Never mind 
Kate had just such large, expres- 
sive eyes, just such masses of shiny black 
hair, just such a little nose,—turned up 
undeniably, but all the 


And 


smiled 


more piquant. 


her teeth! gracious! she 


like a flash of 


and sallow as she was. 


good 

lightning,—dark 
But she was cross, 
or stiff, or something, to me for a long 
time. Peggy only appeared after dinner, 
looking pale and lovely enough in her 
loose wrapper to make Peter act exces- 
sively like —— a young married man, 
and to make me wish myself at an in- 
visible distance, doing something beside 
picking up Kate’s things, that she always 
dropped on the floor whenever she sewed. 
Peggy saw I was bored, so she requested 


me one day to walk down to the poultry- 


yard and ask about her chickens; she 
pretended a great deal of anxiety, and 
Peter had sprained his ankle. 

“ Kate will go with you,” said she. 

“ No, she won't!” ejaculated that young 
woman. 

“ Thank you,” said I, making a minuet 
bow, and off I went to the farm-house. 
Such a pretty walk it was, too! through 
a thicket of birches, down a little hill-side 
into a hollow full of hoary chestnut-trees, 
across a bubbling, dancing brook, and you 
came out upon the tiniest orchard in the 
world, a one-storied house with a red 
porch, and a great sweet-brier bush there- 
by; while up the hill-side behind stretched 
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a high picket fence, enclosing huge trees, 
part of the same brook I had crossed 
here dammed into a pond, and a chicken- 
house of pretentious height and aspect,— 
one of those model institutions that are 
the ruin of gentlemen-farmers and the 
delight of women. I had to go into the 
farm-kitchen for the poultry-yard key. 
The door stood open, and I stepped in 
cautiously, lest I should come unaware 
upon some domestic scene not intended 
to be visible to the naked eye. And a 
scene I did come upon, fit for Retzsch to 
outline ;—the cleanest kitchen, a dresser 
of white wood under one window, and 
the farmer’s daughter, Melinda Tucker, 
moulding bread thereat in a ponderous 
tray; her deep red hair,—ves, it was red 
and comely! of the deepest bay, full of 
gilded reflections, and accompanied by 
the fair, rose-flushed skin, blue eyes, and 
scarlet lips that belong to such hair,— 
which, as I began to say, was puckered 
into a thousand curves trying to curl, and 
knotted strictly against a pretty head, 
while her calico frock-sleeves were pin- 
ned back to the shoulders, baring such a 
dimpled pair of arms,—how they did fly 
up and down in the tray! I stood still con- 
templating the picture, and presently see- 
ing her begin to strip the dough from her 
pink fingers and mould it into a mass, I 
ventured to knock. If you had seen her 
start and blush, Polder! But when she 
saw me, she grew as cool as you please, 
and called her mother. Down 
Mrs. Tucker, a talking Yankee. 
don’t know what that is. 

“ Well, good day, sir! 


ter Greene, Miss Smith’s cousin. 


came 
You 
Listen, then. 

I’xpect it’s Mis- 
Well, 
Don’t favor her much though ; 
she’s kinder dark complected. She ha’n’t 
got round yet, hes she? Dew tell! 
She’s dre’ful delicate. I do’no’ as ever 


I see a woman so sickly’s she looks ter be 


you be! 


sence that ’ere fever. She’s real spry 
when she’s so’s to be crawlin’,—I’xpect 
Well, he tells 
me you've ben ’crost the water. ”Ta’n't 
Pretty 
sightly places they be though, a’n’t they ? 
I’ve seen picturs in Melindy’s jography, 


too spry to be “hulsome. 


jest like this over there, I guess. 
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looks as ef ’twa’n’t so woodsy over there 
as “tis in these parts, ‘specially out West. 
He’s got folks out to Indianny, an’ we 
sot out fur to go a-cousinin’, five year 
back, an’ we got out there inter the dre’- 
fullest woodsy region ever ye see, where 
*twa’n’t trees, it was ’sketers; husband he 
couldn’t see none out of his eyes for a 
hull day, and I thought I should caterpil- 
lar every time I heerd one of ’em toot; 
they sartainly was the beater-ee !” 

“The key, if you please!” I meekly 
interposed. Mrs. Tucker was fast stun- 
ning me ! 

“Law yis! Melindy, you go git that 
‘ere key; it’s a-hangin’ up ’side o’ the 
lookin’glass in the back shed, under that 
bunch o’ onions father strung up yister- 
day. Got the bread sot to rise, hev ye? 
well, git yer bunnet an’ go out to the 
coop with Mr. Greene, ’n’ show him the 
turkeys an’ the chickens, ’n’ tell what 
dre’ful luck we hev hed. I never did 
see sech luck! the crows they keep a- 
comin’ an’ snippin’ up the little creturs 
jest as soon’s they’re hatched; an’ the 
old turkey hen ’t sot under the grape- 


vine she got two hen’s eggs under her, 





’n’ they come out fust, so she quit 4 

Here I bolted out of the door, (a 
storm at sea did not deafen like 
that !) Melindy following, in silence such 


one 


as our blessed New England poet has 
immortalized,—silence that 


“ —___. Like a poultice comes, 


To heal the blows of sound.” 


Indeed, I did not discover that Me- 
lindy could talk that day; she was very 
silent, very incommunicative. I in- 
spected the fowls, and tried to look wise, 
but I perceived a strangled laugh twist- 
ing Melindy’s face when I innocently 
inquired if she found catnip of much 
benefit to the little chickens; a natural 
question enough, for the yard was full of 
it, and I had seen Hannah give it to the 
I could 
only see two little turkeys,—both on the 


baby. (Hannah is my sister.) 
floor of the second-story parlor in the 
chicken-house, both flat on their backs 
and gasping. Melindy did not know 
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what ailed them; so I picked them up, 
slung them in my pocket-handkerchief, 
and took them home for Peggy to mani- 
pulate. I heard Melindy chuckle as I 
walked off, swinging them; and to be 
sure, when I brought the creatures in to 
Pegey, one of them kicked and lay still, 
and the other gasped worse than ever. 

“ What can we do?” asked Peggy, in 
the most plaintive voice, as the feeble 
“week! week!” of the little turkey was 
gasped out, more feebly every time. 

“ Give it some whiskey-punch !” growl- 
ed Peter, 


ciples were shocked by the remedies pre- 


whose strict temperance prin- 


scribed for Peggy’s ague. 
“ So I would,” said Kate, demurely. 
Now if Peggy had one trait more 
striking than another, it was her perfect, 
simple faith in what people said; irony 
was a mystery to her; lying, a myth,— 
She 


thought Kate meant so; and reaching out 


something on a par with murder. 


for the pretty wicker-flask that contained 
her daily ration of old Scotch whiskey, 
she dropped a little drop into a spoon, 
diluted it with water, and was going to 
give it to the turkey in all seriousness, 
when Kate exclaimed,— 

“ Pegcy ! 


mon sense ? 


when will you learn com- 





Who ever heard of giving 
whiskey to a turkey ?” 


“Why, you told me to, Kate!” 


“Oh, give it to the thing!” growled 
Peter; “ it will die, of course.” 

“T shall give it!” said Peggy , reso- 
lutely ; “it does me good, and I will 
try.” 

So I held the little creature up, while 
re gory ¢ arefully tipped the dose down its 


throat. How it choked, kicked, and be- 
gan again with “ week! week!” when it 
meant “strong!” but it revived. Peggy 


held it in the sun till it grew warm, gave 
it a drop more, fed it with bread-crumbs 


from her own plate, and laid it on the 


south window-sill. There it lay when 
we went to tea; when we came back, 
it lay on the floor, dead; either it was 


tipsy, or it had tried its new strength too 


and, rolling off, had broken its 


Poor Peggy ! 


soon, 


neck ! 
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There were six more hatched the next 
day, though, and I held many consulta- 
tions with Melindy about their welfare. 
Truth to tell, Kate continued so cool to 
me, Peter’s sprained ankle lasted so long, 
and Peggy could so well spare me from 
the little matrimonial (ée-d-tées that I 
interrupted, (I believe they didn’t mind 
Kate!) that I took wonderfully to the 
chickens. Mrs. Tucker gave me rye- 
bread and milk of the best; “father” 
instructed me in the mysteries of cat- 
tle-driving; and Melindy, and Joe, and 
I, used to go strawberrying, or after 
Melindy 


was a very pretty girl, and it was very 


“ posies,” almost every day. 


good fun to see her blue eyes open and 
her red lips laugh over my European 
experiences. Really, I began to be of 
some importance at the farm-house, and 
to take airs upon myself, I suppose ; but 
I was not conscious of the fact at the 
time. 

After a week or two, Melindy and I 
began to have bad luck with the turkeys. 
I found two drenched and shivering, 
after a hail-and-thunder storm, and set- 
ting them in a basket on the cooking- 
stove hearth, went to help Melindy 
“dress her bow-pot,” as she called ar- 
ranging a vase of flowers, and when I 
came back the little turkeys were singed ; 
they died a few hours after. Two more 
were trodden on by a great Shanghai 
rooster, who was so tall he could not see 
where he set his feet down; and of the 
remaining pair, one disappeared mysteri- 
ously,—supposed to be rats; and one 
falling into the duck-pond, Melindy be- 
gan to dry it in her apron, and I went to 
help her; I thought, as I was rubbing 
the thing down with the apron, while she 
held it, that I had found one of her soft 
dimpled hands, and I gave the luckless 
turkey such a tender pressure that it 
uttered a miserable squeak and departed 
this Melindy all but cried. I 
laughed irresistibly. So were 


life. 
there no 
more turkeys. Peggy began to wonder 
what they should do for the proper 
Thanksgiving dinner, and Peter turned 


restlessly on his sofa, quite convinced 
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that everything was going to rack and 
ruin because he had a sprained ankle. 

“ Can’t we buy some young turkeys ?” 
timidly suggested Peggy. 

“ Of one knew who had 
them to sell,” retorted Peter. 

“1 know,” said I; “ Mrs. Amzi Peters, 
up on the hill over Taunton, has got 
some.” 

“Who told you about Mrs. Peters’s 
turkeys, Cousin Sam ?” 


dering. 


course, if 


said Peggy, won- 


“ Melindy,” said I, quite innocently. 

Peter whistled, Peggy laughed, Kate 
darted a keen glance at me under her 
long lashes. 

“I know the way there,” said made- 
moiselle, in a suspiciously bland tone. 
“Can’t you drive there with me, Cousin 
Sam, and get some more ?” 

“T shall be charmed,” said I. 
ig the bell and ordered the 
horse to be ready in the single-seated 


Peter rar 
wagon, after dinner. I was going right 
down to the farm-house to console Me- 
lindy, and take her a book she wanted 
to read, for no fine lady of all my New 
York acquaintance enjoyed a good book 
more did ; Kate 
asked me to wind some yarn for her, and 


than she but Cousin 
was so brilliant, so amiable, so altogether 
Melindy till 
that 
over, there was a basket to be found, and 


charming, I quite forgot 


dinner-time, and then, when was 


we were off,—turkey-hunting! Down 


hill-sides overhung with tasselled chest- 
nut-boughs; through pine-woods where 


neither horse nor wagon intruded any 


noise of hoof or wheel upon the odor- 
ous silence, as we rolled over the sand, 
past green meadows, and sloping or- 
little brooks that 


chattered musically to the bobolinks on 


chards; over bright 
the fence-posts, and were echoed by those 
sacerdotal gentlemen in such liquid, bub- 
bling, rollicking, uproarious bursts of 
singing as made one think of Anacreon’s 
grasshopper 


“Drunk with morning’s dewy wine.” 


All these we passed, and at length drew 


I had 


up before Mrs. Peters’s house. 
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been here before, on a strawberrying 
stroll with Melindy,—(across lots it was 
not far,)—and having been asked in then, 
and entertained the lady with a recital 
of some foreign exploit, garnished for the 
occasion, of course she recognized me 
with clamorous hospitality. 

“ Why how do yew do, Mister Greene ? 
I declare I ha’n’t done a-thinkin’ of that 
‘ere story you told us the day you was 
here, ‘long o’ Melindy.” (Kate gave an 
ominous little cough.) “I was a-tellin’ 
husband yesterday ’t I never see sech a 
Well, 


yis, we hev got turkeys, young ’uns; but 


master hand for stories as you be. 
my stars! I don’t know no more where 
they be than nothin’; they’ve strayed 
the and I 


do’no’ as the boys can skeer ’em up; 


away into woods, I guess, 
besides, the boys is to school ; h’m—yis! 
Where did you and Melindy go that day 
arter berries ? ” 

“ Up in the pine-lot, ma’am. You think 
you can’t let us have the turkeys ?” 

“ Dew tell ef you went up there! It’s 
near about the sightliest place I ever see. 
Well, no,—I don’t see how’s to ketch them 
turkeys. Miss Bemont, she ’t 
on Woodchuck Hill, she’s got a lot o’ 


little turkeys in a coop; 


lives over 


[ guess you'd 
better go ‘long over there, an’ ef you 
can’t get none o” her’n, by that time our 
boys’ll be to hum, an’ I'll set ’em arter 
our’n; they'll buckle right to; it’s good 
sport huntin’ little turkeys; an’ I guess 
you'll hev to stop, comin’ home, so’s to 
let me know ef you'll hev ’em.” 

Off we drove. 


of Mrs. Peters’s tongue,—and Kate’s com- 


I stood in mortal fear 


ments; but she did not make any; she 


was even more charming than before. 
Presently we came to the pine-lot, where 
Melindy and I had been, and I drew the 
reins. I wanted to see Kate’s enjoyment 
of a scene that Kensett or Church should 
have made immortal long ago :—a wide 
stretch of hill and valley, quivering with 
cornfields, rolled away in pasture lands, 
thick with sturdy woods, or dotted over 
with old apple-trees, whose dense leaves 
caught the slant sunshine, glowing on 
their tops, and deepening to a dark, vel- 
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vety green below ; and far, far away, on 
the broad blue sky, the lurid splendors 
of a thunder-cloud, capped with pearly 
summits, tower upon tower, sharply de- 
fined : 


purple base forked lightnings sped to 


rainst the pure ether, while in its 





and fro, and revealed depths of waiting 
tempest that could not yet descend. Kate 
looked on, and over the superb picture. 
“ How magnificent !” was all she said, 
in a deep, low tone, her dark cheek flush- 
ing with the words. Melindy and I had 
looked off there It’s 
good land to farm,” had been the sweet 
little 


together. = real 


rustic’s comment. How charming 
are nature and simplicity ! 

Presently we came to Mrs. Bemont’s, a 
the 
door-yard full of chickens, turkeys, ducks, 


brown house in a cluster of maples ; 


and 
knocked. 


wiping her red, puckered hands on a long 


geese. 


Kate took the reins, and I 


Mrs. Bemont herself appeared, 


brown towel. 

“Can you let me have some of your 
young turkeys, ma’am ?” said I, insinu- 
atingly. 


“ Well, I do’no’ ;—want to eat ’em or 


raise ’em ?” 
“ Both, I believe,” was my meek an- 
swer. 


’ta’n’t 
sret good to sell ’em after all the resks 


‘I do’no’ ’bout lettin’ on ’em go; 
no 
is over; they git their own livin’ pretty 
much now, an’ they'll be wuth twice as 
much by’m’by.” 
but Mrs. 
keys have all died, and she 


them.” 


Smith’s tur- 


‘| suppose 80; 


likes to raise 


“Dew tell, ef you han’t come from 
Miss Peter Smith’s! Well, she’d oughter 
do things with that 


’us’ o’ her’n for the chickens; 


meetin’- 
it’s kinder 


genteel-lookin’, and I spose they’ve got 


gret "ere 





means; they’ve got ability. Gentility 


without ability I do despise; but where 


’t’a’n’t so, ’t’'a’n’t no matter; but I’xpect 
it don’t ensure the faowls none, docs 
it?” 

“T rather think not,” said I, laughing; 
“that is the 


reason we want some of 


yours.” 


“ Well, I should think you could hev 
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some on ’em. What be you calc’latin’ 


to give ?” 

“ Whatever you say. I do not know 
at all the market price.” 
‘Good land! ’t’a’n’t 
try to dicker with city folks; 
to’t. 


never no use to 
they a’n’t 
use [’xpect you can hev ‘em for 
two York shillin’ apiece.” 

‘ But how will you catch them ? 

“ Oh, I'll ketch ’em, easy !” 

She went into the house and reap- 
peared presently with a pan of Indian 


called 


and in a moment they were all crowding 


meal and water, the chickens, 
in and over the unexpected supper. 

“ Now you jes’ take a bit o’ string an’ 
tie that ’ere 


turkey’s legs together; 


*twon’t stir, I'll ensure it!” 

Strange to say, the innocent creature 
stood still and eat, while I tied it up; all 
till it tumbled 
heels into the pan, producing a start and 
Kate had left 
the wagon, and was shaking with laugh- 
ter 


unconscious neck and 


scatter of brief duration. 


ver this extraordinary goodness on 
the turkeys’ part, and before long our 
basket full of 

. . . ” 
squeaking things, “ werry promiscuous, 
in Mr. Weller’s phrase. Mrs. 


was paid, and while she was giving 


was struggling, kicking, 


Bemont 


me the change,— 

“ Oh!” said she, “ you’re goin’ right 
to Miss Tucker’s, a’n’t ye ? 
the turkeys ; 
*t George 
he’ 
allers, and Melindy ’n’ George used ter 


got to drop 
won't you tell Miss Tucker 
is comin’ home tomorrer, an’ 
She 


s ben to Californy. know’d us 
be dre’ful thick ’fore he went off, a good 
spell back, when they was nigh about 
childern ; so I guess you’d better tell ’em.” 
“ Confound these turkeys!” muttered 
I, as I jumped over the basket. 
“ Why | sa Kate, 


are confounded enough already 


said ‘I suspect they 


fn 
*“ They make such a noise, Kate!” 
So they did; “week! week! week!” 
all the way, like a colony from some 


spring-waked pool. 


“ Their song might be compared 


To the croaking of frogs in a pond!” 


The drive was lovelier than before, 








a 
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The road crept and curled down the hill, 
now covered from side to side with the in- 
terlacing boughs of grand old chestnuts ; 
now barriered on the edge of a ravine 
with broken fragments and boulders of 
granite, garlanded by heavy vines ; now 
skirting orchards full of promise; and 
all the way companied by a tiny brook, 
veiled deeply in alder and hazel thickets, 
and making in its shadowy channel per- 
petual muffled music, like a child singing 
in the twilight to reassure its half-fear- 
ful heart. Kate’s face was softened and 
full of rich expression ; her pink ribbons 
threw a delicate tinge of bloom upon the 
rounded cheek and pensive eyelid ; the air 
was pure balm, and a cool breath from the 
receding showers of the distant thunder- 
storm just freshened the odors of wood 
and field. I began to feel suspiciously 
that sentimental, but through it all came 
persevering “ week! week! week!” from 
the basket at my feet. Did I make a 
fine remark on the beauties of nature, 
“ Week!” echoed the turkey s. Did Kate 
praise some tint or shape by the way, 
“ Week! week !” was the feeble response. 
Did we get deep in poetry, romance, or 
metaphysics, through the most brilliant 
quotation, the sublimest climax, the most 
acute distinction, came in “ Week! week ! 
week!” I began to feel as if the old 
story of transmigration were true, and 
the souls of half a dozen quaint and 
ancient satirists had got into the tur- 
keys. I could not endure it! Was I to 
be squeaked out of all my wisdom, and 
knowledge, and device, after this fashion ? 
Never! I began, too, to discover a dawn- 
ing smile upen Kate’s face; she turned 
her head away, and I placed the turkey- 
basket on my knees, hoping a change 
of position might quiet its contents. 
Never was man more at fault! they were 
no way stilled by my magnetism; on the 
contrary, they threw their sarcastic utter- 
ances into my teeth, as it were, and 
shamed me to my very face. I forgot 
entirely to go round by Mrs. Peters’s. I 
took a cross-road directly homeward ; a 
pause—a lull—took place among the 
turkeys. 
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“ How sweet and mystical this hour is!” 
said I to Kate, in a high-flown manner; 
“ it is indeed 


* An hour when lips delay to speak, 
ppressed with silence deep and pure; 
When passion pauses—’ ”’ 


“Week! week! week!” chimed in 
those confounded turkeys. Kate burst 
into a helpless fit of laughter. What 
could I do? I had to laugh myself, since 
I must not choke the turkeys. 

“ Excuse me, Cousin Sam,” said Kate, 
in a laughter-wearied tone, “I could not 
help it; turkeys and sentimentality do 


not agree—always !” adding the last word 
maliciously, as I sprang out to open the 
farm-house gate, and disclosed Melindy, 
framed in the buttery window, skimming 
milk; a picture worthy of Wilkie. I 
delivered over my captives to Joe, and 
stalked into the kitchen to give Mrs. Be- 
mont’s message. Melindy came out; but 
as soon as I began to tell her mother 
where I got that message, Miss Melindy, 
with the sang froid of a duchess, turned 
back to her skimming,—or appeared to. 
I gained nothing by that move. 

Peggy and Peter received us benign- 
ly; so universal a solvent is success, 
even in turkey-hunting! I meant to 
have gone down to the farm-house after 
tea, and inquired about the safety of my 
prizes, but Kate wanted to play chess. 
Peter couldn’t, and Peggy wouldn’t; I 
had to, of -ourse, and we played late. 
Kate had such pretty hands; long taper 
fingers, rounded to the tiniest rosy 
points; no dimples, but full muscles, 
firm and exquisitely moulded; and the 
dainty way in which she handled her 
men was half the game to me;—I lost 
it; I played wretchedly. The next day 
Kate went with me to see the turkeys; 
so she did the day after.. We were for- 
getting Melindy, I am afraid, for it 
was a week before I remembered I had 
promised her a new Magazine. I recol- 
lected myself; then, with a sort of shame, 
rolled up the number, and went off to 


the farm-house. It seems Kate was 


there, busy in the garret, unpacking a 
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bureau that had been stored there, with 
some of Peggy’s foreign purchases, for 
summer wear, in the drawers. I did 
not know that. I found Melindy spread- 
ing yeast-cakes to dry on a table, just 
by the north end of the house ; a hop- 
vine in full blossom made a sort of 
porch-roof over the window by which 
she stood. 

“Tve brought your book, Melindy,” 
said I. 

Thank you, sir,” returned she, crisp- 

ly. 

“ How pretty you look to-day!” con- 
descendingly remarked I. 

“T don’t thank you for that, sir ;— 


“* Praise to the face 
Is open disgrace!’’ 
was all the response. 

“Why, Melindy! what makes you so 
cross ?” inquired I, in a tone meant to 
be tenderly reproachful,—in the mean 
time attempting to possess my self of her 
hand; for, to be honest, Polder, I had 
been a little sweet to the cirl before 
Kate drove her out of my head. The 


hand was snatched away. I tried indif- 


ference. 
“ How are the turkeys to-day, Melin- 
dy ?” 
Here Joe, an enfant terrible, came 
upon the scene suddenly. 

Them turkeys eats a lot, Mister 
Greene. Melindy says there’s one on 
’em struts jes’ like you, ’n’ makes as 
much ¢ 1 

‘Gol ble ! gobble ! gobble!” ec hoed 
an old turkey from somewhere ; I thought 
it was overhead, but I saw nothing. Me- 
lindy threw her apron over her face 
and laughed till her arms grew red. I 
picked up my hat and walked off. For 
three days I kept out of that part of 
the Smith demesne, I assure you! Kate 
began to grow mocking and derisive; 
she teased me from morning till night, 


he teased me, the more 


and the more s 
I adored he r. 


when one Sunday night Kate asked me 


I was getting desperate, 


to walk down to the farm-house with her 


after tea, as Mrs. Tucker was sick, and 
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she had something to take to her. We 
found the old woman sitting up in the 
kitchen, and as full of talk as ever, 
though an unlucky rheumatism kept her 
otherwise quiet. 

“How do the turkeys come on, Mrs. 
Tucker?” said I, by way of conversa- 
tion. 

” Well, I declare, you han’t heerd 
about them turkeys, hev ye? You 
see they was doin’ fine, and father he 
went off to salt for a spell, so’s to see’f 
*twouldn’t stop a complaint he’s got,—I 
do’no’ but it’s a spine in the back,— 
makes him kinder’ faint by spells, so’s he 
loses his conscientiousness all to once; so 
he left the chickens ’n’ things for Melin- 
dy to boss, ’n’ she got somethin’ else into 
her head, ’n’ she left the door open one 
night, and them ten turkeys they up 
and run away, I’xpect they took to the 
woods, ‘fore Melindy brought to mind 
how ’t she hadn’t shut the door. She’s 
sot out fur to hunt ’em. I shouldn’t won- 
der’f she was out now, seein’ it’s arter 
sundown.” 

‘She a’n’t nuther!” roared the ter- 
rible Joe, from behind the door, where 
he had retreated at my coming. “ She’s 
settin’ on a flour-barrel down by the 
well, an’ George Bemont’s a-huggin’ on 
her.” 

Good gracious! what a slap Mrs. 
Tucker fetched that unlucky child, with 
a long brown towel that hung at hand! 
and how he howled! while Kate ex- 
ploded with laughter, in spite of her 
struggles to keep quiet. 

“He is the dre’fullest boy!” whined 
Mrs. Tucker. “Melindy tells how he 
sassed you ’tother day, Mr. Greene. I 
shall hev to tewtor that boy ; he’s got 
to hev the rod, I guess!” 

I bade Mrs. Tucker good night, for 
Kate was already out of the door, and, 
before I knew what she was about, had 
taken a by-path in sight of the well; 
and there, to be sure, sat Melindy, ona 
prostrate flour-barrel that was rolled to 
the foot of the big apple-tree, twirling 
her fingers in pretty embarrassment, 


and held on her insecure perch by the 
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stout arm of George Bemont, a hand- 
some brown fellow, evidently very well 
content just now. 

“ Pretty,—isn’t it?” said Kate. 

“ Very,—quite pastoral,” sniffed I. 

We were sitting round the open door 
an hour after, listening to a whippoor- 
will, and watching the slow moon rise 
over a hilly range just east of Centre- 
ville, when that elvish little “week! 
week!” piped out of the wood that lay 
behind the house. 

“ That is hopeful,” said Kate ; “I think 
Melindy and George must have tracked 
the turkeys to their haunt, and scared 
them homeward.” 

“ George—who?” said Peggy. 

“George Bemont; it seems he is— 
what is your Connecticut phrase ?— 
sparkin’ Melindy.” 

“I’m very glad ; he is a clever fellow,” 
said Peter. 

“ And she is such a very pretty girl,” 
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continued Peggy,—“so intelligent and 
graceful; don’t you think so, Sam ?” 

“ Aw, yes, well enough for a rustic,” 
said I, languidly. “I never could en- 
dure red hair, though !” 

Kate stopped on the door-sill; she 
had risen to go up stairs. 

“Gobble! gobble! gobble!” mocked 
she. I had heard that once before! 
Peter and Peggy roared ;—they knew it 
all :—I was sold! 

“Cure me of Kate Stevens?” Of 
course it did. I never saw her again 
without wanting to fight shy, I was so 
sure of an allusion to turkeys. No, I 
took the first down train. There are 
more pretty girls in New York, twice 
over, than there are in Centreville, I 
console myself; but, by George ! Polder, 
Kate Stevens was charming !—Look out 
there! don’t meddle with the skipper’s 
coils of rope! can’t you sleep on deck 
without a pillow ? 





ROBIN 


THERE is no one of the royal heroes 
of England that enjoys a more enviable 
reputation than the bold outlaw of 
Barnsdale and Sherwood. His chance 
for a substantial immortality is at least 
as good as that of stout Lion-Heart, wild 
Prince Hal, or merry Charles. His 
fame began with the yeomanry full five 
hundred years ago, was constantly in- 
creasing for two or three centuries, has 
extended to all classes of society, and, 
with some changes of aspect, is as great 
as ever. Bishops, sheriffs, and game- 
keepers, the only enemies he ever had, 
have relinquished their ancient grudges, 
and Englishmen would be almost as 
loath to surrender his exploits as any 
part of the national glory. His free life 
m the woods, his unerring eye and 
strong arm, his open hand and love of 
fair play, his never forgotten courtesy, 
his respect for women and devotion to 


HOOD. 


Mary, form a picture eminently health- 
ful and agreeable to the imagination, 
and commend him to the hearty favor of 
all genial minds. 

3ut securely established as Robin 
Hood is in popular esteem, his historical 
position is by no means well ascertained, 
and his actual existence has been a sub- 
ject of shrewd doubt and discussion. 
“ A tale of Robin Hood ” is an old prov- 
erb for the idlest of stories; yet all the 
materials at our command for making up 
an opinion on these questions are pre- 
cisely of this description. They consist, 
that is to say, of a few ballads of un- 
known antiquity. These ballads, or 
others like them, are clearly the author- 
ity upon which the statements of the 
earlier chroniclers who take notice of 
Robin Hood are founded. They are 
also, to all appearance, the original 
source of the numerous and wide-spread 
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traditions concerning him; which, uniess 
the contrary can be shown, must be re- 
garded, according to the almost universal 
rule in such cases, as having been sug- 
gested by the v« ry legends to which, in 
the vulgar belief, they afford an irresisti- 
ble confirmation. 

Various periods, ranging from the 
time of Richard the First to near the 
end of the reign of Edward the Second, 
have been selected by different writers 
as the age of Robin Hood; but (except- 
ing always the most ancient ballads, 
which may possibly be placed within 
these limits) no mention whatever is 
made of him in literature before the 
latter half of the reign of Edward the 
Third. “ Rhymes of Robin Hood” are 
then spoken of by the author of “ Piers 
Ploughman” (assigned to about 1362) 
as better known to idle fellows than 
pious songs, and from the manner of 
the allusion it is a just inference that 
such rhymes were at that time no novel- 
ties. The next notice is in Wyntown’s 
Scottish Chronicle, written about 1420, 
where the following lines occur—without 
any connection, and in the form of an 
entry—under the year 1283 :— 

1 Robyne Hude 

‘commendyd geude: 


ng vode and Barnysdale 





s tyme thare trawale.’”’* 


At last we encounter Robin Hood in 
what may be called history ; first of all in 
a passage of the “ Scotichronicon,” often 
quoted, and highly curious as containing 
the earliest theory upon this subject. 
The “ Scotichronicon ” was written partly 


by Fordun, canon of Aberdeen, between 






* A writer in the Edinburgh Review (July, 
1847 s 1 an allusion to Robin 
Hood, of te intermediate between the 
p g \\ vn and th ( 
to er In th t 
— ed to Par : t against 
one P \ of Aston Derbyshire, 

\ g flod ne inte of 
a 1 asseml him 
m I s nge of his cloth d, 
in man tior ‘ 
wod untrie, like as hadde be 


Robyn Hode and his meyné.”’—Rot. Parl. v. 16. 
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1377 and 1384, and partly by his pupil 
Bower, abbot of St. Columba, about 
1450. Fordun has the character of a 
man of judgment and research, and any 
statement or opinion delivered by him 
would be entitled to respect. Of Bower 
not so much can be said. He largely 
interpolated the work of his master, and 
sometimes with the absurdest fictions.* 
Among his interpolations, and forming, 
it is important to observe, no part of the 
original text, is a passage translated as 
follows. It is imserted immediately after 
Fordun’s account of the deteat of Simon 
de Montfort, and the punishments in- 
flicted on his adherents. 

“At this time, [sc. 1266,] from the 
number of those who had been deprived 
of their estates arose the celebrated 
bandit Robert Hood, (with Little John 
and their accomplices,) whose achieve- 
ments the foolish vulgar delight to cele- 
hbrate in comedies and tragedies, while 
the ballads upon his adventures sung by 
the jesters and minstrels are preferred 
to all others. 

‘Some things to his honor are also 
related, as appears from this. Once 
on a time, when, having incurred the 
anger of the king and the prince, 
he could hear mass nowhere but in 
Barnsdale, while he was devoutly occu- 
pied with the service, (for this was his 
wont, nor would he ever suffer it to be 
interrupted for the most pressing occa- 
sion,) he :was surprised by a certain 
sheriff and officers of the king, who had 
often troubled him before, in the secret 
place in the woods where he was en- 
gaged in worship as aforesaid. Some of 
his men, who had taken the alarm, came 
to him and begged him to fly with all 
speed. This, out of reverence for the 
host, which he was then most devoutly 
adoring, he positively refused to do. 
But while the rest of his followers were 
trembling for their lives, Robert, confid- 
ing in Him whom he worshipped, fell on 


his enemies with a few who chanced to 





sndis non raro incredibilibus aliis+ 


ium anilibus neniis.’’-—Hearne, 





Scotichronicon, p. xxix. 
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be with him, and easily got the better of 
them; and having enriched himself with 
their plunder and ransom, he was led 
from that time forth to hold ministers of 
the church and masses in greater vener- 
ation than ever, mindful of the common 
saying, that 


“*God hears the man who often hears the 


” 


mass. 


In another place Bower writes to the 
same effect: “In this year [1266] the 
dispossessed barons of England and the 
royalists were engaged in fierce hostili- 
ties. Among the former, Roger Morti- 
mer occupied the Welsh marches, and 
John Daynil the Isle of Ely. Robert 
Hood was now living in outlawry among 
the woodland copses and thickets.” 

Mair, a Scottish writer of the first 
quarter of the sixteenth century, the 


next historian who takes cognizance of 


our hero, and the only other that requires 
any attention, has a passage which may 
be considered in connection with the 
foregoing. In his “Historia Majoris 
Britanniz ” he remarks, under the reign 
of Richard the First: “ About this time 
[1189 -99], as I conjecture, the notorious 
robbers, Robert Hood of England and 
Little John, lurked in the woods, spoiling 
the goods only of rich men. They slew 
nobody but those who attacked them, 
or offered resistance in defence of their 
property. Robert maintained by his 
plunder a hundred archers, so skilful in 
fight that four hundred brave men feared 
to attack them. He suffered no woman 
to be maltreated, and never robbed the 
poor, but assisted them abundantly with 
the wealth which he took from abbots.” 

It appears, then, that contemporaneous 
history is absolutely silent concerning 
Robin Hood; that, excepting the casual 
allusion in “ Piers Ploughman,” he is first 
mentioned by a rhyming chronicler who 
wrote one hundred years after the latest 
date at which he can possibly be sup- 
posed to have lived, and then by two 
prose chroniclers who wrote about one 


hundred and twenty-five years and two 
hundred years respectively after that 
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date; and it is further manifest that all 
three of these chroniclers had no other 
authority for their statements than tradi- 
tional tales similar to those which have 
come down to our day. When, there- 
fore, Thierry, relying upon these chroni- 
cles and kindred popular legends, un- 
hesitatingly adopts the conjecture of 
Mair, and describes Robin Hood as the 
hero of the Saxon serfs, the chief of a 
troop of Saxon banditti, that continued, 
even to the reign of Coeur de Lion, a 
determined resistance against the Nor- 


man invaders,*—and when another able 





and plausible writer accepts and main- 
tains, with equal confidence, the hypoth- 
esis of Bower, and exhibits the renowned 
outlaw as an adherent of Simon de 
Montfort, who, after the fatal battle of 
Evesham, kept up a vigorous guerilla 
warfare against the officers of the tyrant 
Henry the Third, and of his successor,t 
we must regard these representations, 
which were conjectural three or four 
centuries ago, as conjectures still, and 
even as arbitrary conjectures, unless one 
or the other can be proved from the only 
authorities we have, the ballads, to have 
a peculiar intrinsic probability. That 


neither of them possesses this intrinsic 


probability may easily be shown; but 
first it will be advisable to notice another 
theory, which is more plausibly founded 
on internal evidence, and claims to be 
confirmed by documents of unimpeach- 
able validity. 

This theory has been propounded by 
the Rev. John Hunter, in one of his 
“ Critical and Historical Tracts.”~ Mr. 
Hunter admits that Robin Hood “ lives 
only as a hero of song”; that he is not 


found in authentic contemporary chroni- 


* In his Histotre de la Conquéte de T' Angle- 
terre par les Normands, livr. xi Thierry was 
anticipated in his theory by Barry, in a dis- 
sertation cited by Mr. Wright in his Essays: 
These de Littérature sur les Vicissitudes et les 
Transformations du Cycle populaire de Robin 
Hood. Paris, 1832. 

t London and Westminster Review, vol. 
Xxxiii. p. 424. 

t No4. The Ballad Hero, Robin Hood. June, 


1852. 
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cles; and that, when we find him men- 
tioned in history, “ the information was 
derived from the ballads, and is not inde- 
pendent of them or orrelative with them.” 
While making these admissions, he ac- 
cords a considerable degree of « redibility 
to the ballads, and particularly to the 
« Lytell Geste,” the last two fits of which 
he regards as giving a tolerably accurate 
account of real occurrences. 

In this part of the story King Edward 
is represented as coming to Nottingham 
to take Robin Hood. He traverses Lan- 


cashire and a part of Yorkshire, and finds 


his forests ne urly strippé d of their deer, 
but can get no trace of the author of these 
extensive depredations. At last, by the 
advice of one of his foresters, assuming 
with several of his knights the dress of a 
monk, he proceeds from Nottingham to 
Sherwood, and there soon encounters the 
] 


object of his search. He submits to plun- 


der as a matter of course, and then an- 


nounces himself as a messenger sent to 
invite Robin Hood to the royal presence. 
The outlaw receives this message with 


rn . . . 
great respect. There is no man in the 


world, he says, whom he loves so much 


as his king. [The monk is invited to re- 
main and dine; and after the repast an 
exhibition of archery is ordered, in which 


a bad shot is to be punished by a buffet 


from the hand of the chieftain. Robin, 
f once failed of the mark, 





requests the monk to administer the pen- 


alty. H receives a staggering blow, 
which rouses his isp ions, recognizes the 
k ng on ana ntive consideration of his 
countenance, entreats grace for himself 
and | LOW und is freely Pp irdoned 
on condition that he and the y shall en- 
te! inte he king’s servic e To this he 
acres und fifteen months resides at 
court. \ the end of this time he has 
lost all wers but two, and spent 


ll his money, and feels that he shall 


pine to death with sorrow in such a life. 
He eturn weordingly to the green- 


wood, collects his old followers around 
him, and for twenty-two years maintains 
his independence in defiance of the pewer 


of Edward. 
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Without asserting the literal verity of 
all the particulars of this narrative, Mr. 
Hunter attempts to show that it contains 
a substratum of fact. Edward the First, 
he informs us, was never in Lancashire 
after he became king; and if Edward the 
Third was ever there at all, it was not in 
the early years of his reign. But Edward 
the Second did make one single progress 
in Lancashire, and this in the year 1323. 
During this progress the king spent some 
time at Nottingham, and took particular 
note of the condition of his forests, and 
among these of the forest of Sherwood. 
Supposing now that the incidents de- 


tailed in the “ Lytell Geste” really took 





plac e at this time, Robin Hood must have 
entered into the royal service before the 


end of the year 1 It is a singular, 





and in the opinion of Mr. Hunter a very 
pregnant coincidence, that in certain 
Exchequer documents, containing ac- 
counts of expenses in the king’s house- 
hold, the name of Robyn Hode (or 
Robert Hood) is found several times, 
beginning with the 24th of March, 1324, 
among the “ porters of the chamber” of 
the king. He received, with Simon 
Hood and others, the wages of three 
pence a day. In August of the follow- 
ing year Robin Hood suffers deduction 
from his pay for non-attendance, his ab- 
sences grow frequent, and on the 22d of 
November he is discharged with a pres- 
ent of five shillings, “ poar cas qu née poait 
pluis travailler.” * 

It remains still for Mr. Hunter to ac- 
count for the existence of a band of seven 
score of outlaws in the re ign ot Edw urd 
the Second, in or about Yorkshire. The 
stormy and troublous reigns of the Plan- 
tagenets make this a matter of no diffi ulty. 
Running his finger down the long list of 
rebellions and commotions, he finds that 
early in 1322 England was convulsed by 
the insurrection of Thomas, Earl of Lan- 


easter, the kine’s near relation supported 





1e Earl’s 


by many powerful noblemen. 
chief seat was the castle of Pontefract, in 
the West Riding of Yorkshire. He is 


* Hunter, pp. 28, 35-38 
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said to have been popular, and it would 
be a fair inference that many of his 
troops were raised in this part of Eng- 
land. King Edward easily got the bet- 
ter of the rebels, and took exemplary 
vengeance upon them. Many of the 
leaders were at once put to death, and 
the lives of all their partisans were in 
danger. Is it impossible, then, asks Mr. 
Hunter, that some who had been in the 
army of the Earl secreted themselves in 
the woods, and turned their skill in arch- 
ery against the king’s subjects or the 
kine’s deer? “that these were the men 
who for so long a time haunted Barns- 
dale and Sherwood, and that Robin 
Hood was one of them, a chief amongst 
them, being really of a rank originally 
somewhat superior to the rest ?” 

We have, then, three different hypoth- 
eses concerning Robin Hood: one plac- 
ing him in the reign of Richard the First, 
another in that of Henry the Third, and 
the last under Edward the Second, and 
all describing him as a political foe to 
the established government. To all of 
these hypotheses there are two very ob- 
vious and decisive objections. The first 
is, that Robin Hood, as already remarked, 
is not so much as named in contempora- 
ry history. Whether as the unsubdued 
leader of the Saxon peasantry, or insur- 
gent against the tyranny of Henry or 
Edward, it is inconceivable that we 
should not hear something of him from 
the chroniclers. If, as Thierry says, “ he 
had chosen Hereward for his model,” 
it is unexplained and inexplicable why 
his historical fate has been so different 
from that of Hereward. The hero of the 
Camp of Refuge fills an ample place in 
the annals of his day; his achievements 
are also handed down in a prose ro- 
mance, which presents many points of 
resemblance to the ballads of Robin 
Hood. It would have been no wonder, 
if the vulear legends about Hereward 
had utterly perished; but it is altogeth- 
er anomalous * that a popular champion 

* Mr. Hunter thinks it necessary to prove 
that it was formerly a usage in England to 


celebrate real events in popular song. We 
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who attained so extraordinary a notoriety 
in song, a man living from one hundred 
to two hundred and fifty years later than 
Hereward, should be passed over without 
one word of notice from any authorita- 
tive historian.* That this would not be 
so we are most fortunately able to de- 
monstrate by reference to a real case 
which furnishes a singularly exact paral- 
lel to the present,—that of the famous 
outlaw, Adam Gordon. In the year 
1267, says the continuator of Matthew 
Paris, a soldier by the name of Adam 
Gordon, who had lost his estates with 
other adherents of Simon de Montfort, 
and refused to seek the mercy of the 
king, established himself with others iz 
like circumstances near a woody and 
tortuous road between the village of 
Wilton and the castle of Farnham, frem 
which position he made forays into the 
country round about, directing his at- 
tacks especially against those who were 
of the king’s party. Prince Edward had 
heard much of the prowess and honor- 
able character of this man, and desired 
to have some personal knowledge of him. 
He succeeded in surprising Gordon with 
a superior force, and engaged him in sin- 
gle combat, forbidding any of his own fol- 
lowers to interfere. They fought a long 
time, and the prince was so filled with 
admiration of the courage and spirit of 
his antagonist, that he promised him life 
and fortune on condition of his surren- 
dering. To these terms Gordon ac- 
ceded, his estates were restored, and Ed- 
ward found him ever after an attached 
and faithful servantt ‘The story is ro- 
mantic, and yet Adam Gordon was not 


submit that it has been stil] more customary 
to celebrate them in history, when they were 
of public importance. The case of private 
and domestic stories is different. 

* Most remarkable of all would this be, 
should we adopt the views of Mr. Hunter, 


because we know, from the incidental testi- 








mony of Piers Ploughman, that only forty 
years after the date fixed upon for the out- 


law’s submission “rhymes of Robin Hood”’ 





were in the mouth of every tavern lounger; 


and yet no chronicler can spare him a word. 
t Matthew Paris, London, 1640, p. 1002. 
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made the subject of ballads. Carwuii vate 
sacro. The ( ontemporary historians, 
however, all have a paragraph for him. 
He is celebrated by Wikes, the Chronicle 
of Dunstaple, the Waverley Annals, and 
we know not where else be sides. 


} 


But these theories are open to an ob- 
jection stronger even than the silence of 
history. They are contradicted by the 
spirit of the allads. No line of these 
songs | eathes political animosity. There 
is no s n or reminiscence of wrong 


from invading Norman, or from the estab- 





in 1 in tl Ww ld so well as 
his What the ton f es ul- 
lad be had Robin Hood 
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established hereditary name in the reigns 
of the Edwards. We find it very fre- 
in the indexes to the Record 
Publications, and this although it does 
not belong to the highs r class of people. 


That Robert was an ordinary Christian 





name requires no proof; and if it was, the 


combination of Robert Hood must have 


been frequent also. We have taken no 





. . . 
yrainary pains to hunt up this com- 





D ion, 10 rt y the matter is alto- 
wer too trivi to justify e expense 
of time; but since to some minds much 
1 end on the come) in ques- 
. 9 will cite SeVE IR in Hoods 

1 the e Ed s 
zZ 1 Ed. I. R H i zen ot 


London, says Mr. Hunter, supplied the 


th Ed. I. Robert Hood is sued for 


stri ing » identify with Ro tiie porter. 


10th Ed. II. A Robert Hood, of How- 





the Calenda- 


Addi the Robin He 1 of the 17th 


Ed. Il. we have six persons of that name 


I T ears, al l t} ell ul caoes 
not dispose us to receive with ¢ it favor 
i iment that may be founded upon 
one nd lual case of i occurrence 
But th s no end to the absurdities 
v h flow from this suy | We 
are to believe tl the we l timid 





a ¥ in ) liter st og h the 
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highway 1 not only pardon him, 
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person. We are further to believe that 
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a life, and had so generously dispensed 
the pillage of opulent monks, willingly 
entered into this service, doffed his Lin- 
coln green for the P!antagenet phish, and 
consented to be enrolled among royal 
flunkies for three pence a day. And 
again, admitting all this, we are finally 
obliged by Mr. Hunter’s document to 
concede that the stalworth archer (who, 
according to the ballad, maintained him- 
self two-and-twenty years in the wood) 
was worn out by his duties as “ proud 
porter” in less than two years, and was 
discharged a superannuated lackey, with 
five shillings in his pocket, “ poar cas gil 
ne poait pluis travailler” ! 

To those who are well acquainted with 
ancient popular poetry the adventure 
of Kine Edward and Robin Hood will 
seem the least eligible portion of this cir- 
cle of story for the foundation of an 
historical theory. The ballad of King 
Edward and Robin Hood is but one ver- 
sion of an extremely multiform legend, 
of which the tales of “ King Edward and 
the Shepherd” and “ King Edward and 
the Hermit” are other specimens; and 
any one who will take the trouble to 
examine will be convinced that all these 
stories are one and the same thing, the 
personages being varied for the sake of 
novelty, and the name of a recent or 
of the reigning monarch substituted in 
successive ages for that of a predecessor. 

Rejecting, then, as nugatory, every at- 
tempt to assign Robin Hood a definite 
position in history, what view shall we 
adopt ? Are all these traditions absolute 
fictions, and is he himself a pure crea- 
tion of the imagination? Might not the 
ballads under consideration have a basis 
in the exploits of a real person, living in 
the forests, somewhere and at some time ? 
Or, denying individual existence to Rob- 
in Hood, and particular truth to the 
adventures ascribed to him, may we not 
regard him as the ideal of the outlaw 
class, a class so numerous in all the coun- 
tries of Europe in the Middle Ages? 
We are perfectly contented to form no 


opinion upon the subject; but if com- 


pelled to express one, we should say that 
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this last supposition (which is no novelty) 
possessed decidedly more likelihood than 
any other. Its plausibility will be con- 
firmed by attending to the apparent sig- 
nification of the name Rebin Hood. 
The natural refuge and stronghold of 
the outlaw was the woods. Hence he is 
termed by Latin writers si/vaticus, by the 
Normans forestier. The Anglo-Saxon 
robber or highwayman is called a wood- 
rover, wealdgenga, and the Norse word 
for outlaw is exactly equivalent.* It has 
often been suggested that Robin Hood is 
a corruption, or dialectic form, of Robin 
of the Wood; and when we remember 
that wood is pronounced hood in some 
parts of England,t (as whoop is pro- 
nounced hoop everywhere,) and that the 
outlaw bears in so many languages a 
name descriptive of his habitation, this 
notion will not seem an idle faney. 
Various circumstances, however, have 
disposed writers of learning to look far- 
ther for a solution of the question before 
us. Mr. Wright propounds an hypothe- 
sis that Robin Hood was “one among 
the personages of the early mythology 
of the Teutonic peoples ” ; and a Ger- 


man scholar,t in an exceedingly interest- 


* See Wright's E 


ssays, ii. 207. “ The name 








of Witikind, the famons opponent ‘harle- 
magne, who always fled before his sight, con- 
cealed himself in the forests, and returned 








his 





ice, is no more than wits 
chint, in Old High Dut 


son of the wood, an apy e] 


and signifies the 





n which he could 
never have received at his birth, since it de- 
notes an exile or outlaw. Indeed. the name 
Witikind, though such a person seems to haye 
existed, appears to be the representative of 


rs of his country against the 





+ Thus, in Kent, the Hobby-Horse is called 





hooden, i. e. wooden. It is curious that Or- 
lando, in As You Like it, (who represents the 
outlaw Gamely in tl Tale of Game 
tale which clearly es to the cve 
Robin Hood,) should be the son of Sir Row- 


land de Bois. Robin de Bois (says a writer in 
Notes and Queries, vi. 597) occurs in one of 


Sue’s novels “as a well-known mythical 


character, whose name is employed by 
French mothers to frighten their children.” 

t Kuhn, in Haupt’s Zeitschrift fiir deutsches 
Alterthum, v. 472. The idea of a northern 
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ing article 


which throws much light on 
the history ot English sports, has endeay- 
ored to show specifically that he is in 


the god 


1e arguments by which these 


name and substance with 


Woden. T 


views are supported. 


one 


though in their 


present shape very far from convincing, 
" ) a resper tful consideration. 

rhe 
ments are those 
peculiar connection between Robin Hood 
ynth if May. Mr Wright has 


just! remarked, that either an 


these argu- 


most important of 


which are based on the 
and the m 
express 
de- 


mention of this month, or a vivid 


e season, in the older bal- 





the fe: hero 


lads, shows that 





were 9 performed during thi 
part of the year. Thus, the 
of “ Robin Hood and the M 
on “an ¢ of May.” “ Robin Hood 
and the Pot and “ Robin Hood and 
Guy of Gisborne” begin, like “ Robin 


und the Monk,” with a description 


Hood 


of the season when leaves are long, blos- 


soms al ting, and the small birds 
are s 1; and this season, thouch 
called summer, is at the same _ time 


spok 1 OF as May in “ Robin Hood 
Mon! 
1 there given, it needs must be. 
The liberation of Clouds sly by Ad 
Clou is also 
rning of May.” 


reover, i1 


which, from the de- 


im 


the 


sel and Clym of 
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tobin Hood is, m timately as- 
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seems to have been con pted, or at least 


their significance was so far forgotten, 


that distinct pastimes and ceremonials 


were capriciously intermixed. At the 
be cinnil of the sixteenth century the 
May sports in vorne were, besides a con- 


test of arche ry, four pagea [s, the King- 


ham, or election of a Lord and Lady 


May. otherwise called S 


of the immer 
King and Queen, the Morris-Dance, 
Hobby-Horse, and the “ Robin Hood.” 
Though these pageants were diverse in 

had, at the epo h of 


> conto inded ; 


the 





ind the Morris exhibited a tendency to 


absorb and blend them all, as, from its 


} cter, being a I ro ession interspersed 
do. We 
pure and 
but 


a comparison of the two earliest 
I 





irom 


h we have of this 


represent itions 
the Flemi 


in his “ Illustrations of 





sport. h print given by Douce 


and 


Tollett’s celebrated painted window, (de- 


Shakspeare.” 


scribed in Johnson and Steevens’s Shak- 
speare,) we may form an idea of what 
was essential and what adventitious in 
the English spectacle. The Lady is evi- 
dently the central personage in both. 


She is. wt pre 


of May, 


sume, the same as the 
who is the oldest of all 
and 
less of 
“‘loralia. In the 
simply The 
Lady, or more frequently Maid Marian 
vhich, to our appreher 


means Lady of the May, and nothing 


* A fool and a taborer seem 


sion, 


more also 
to have been indispensabl t the 
other dance ~ had ne her names nor 
p ur offices, and were unl d in 
number. The Morris, then, though it 
lost in allegorical enifican would 
vain « nsiderab in spirit and vanety 
by combining with the other shows. 
Was it not natural, therefo und in 
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the populace, Robin Hood, Friar Tuck, 
and Little John, should in the course of 
time displace three of the anonymous 
performers in the show? This they had 
pretty effectually done at the beginning 
of the sixteenth century; and the Lady, 
who had accepted the more precise desig- 
nation of Maid Marian, was after that 
generally regarded as the consort of Rob- 
in Hood, though she sometimes appeared 
in the Morris without him. In like man- 
ner, the Hobby-Horse was quite early 
adopted into the Morris, of which it 
formed no original part, and at last even 
a Dragon was annexed to the company. 
Under these circumstances we cannot be 
surprised to find the principal performers 
in the May pageants passing the one into 
the other,—to find the May King, whose 
occupation was gone when the gallant 
outlaw had supplanted him in the favor 
of the Lady, assuming the part of the 
Hobby-Horse,* Robin Hood usurping 
the title of King of the May,t and the 
Hobby-Horse entering into a contest 
with the Dragon, as St. George. 

We feel obliged to regard this inter- 
change of functions among the characters 
in the English May-pageants as fortui- 
tous, notwithstanding the coincidence of 
the May King sometimes appearing on 
horseback in Germany, and _ notwith- 
standing our conviction that Kuhn is 
right in maintaining that the M iy King, 
the Hobby-Horse, and the Dragon-Slayer 
are symbols of one mythical idea. This 
idea we are compelled by want of space 
barely to state, with the certainty of 
doing injustice to the learning and in- 
genuity with which the author has sup- 
ported his views. Kuhn has shown it to 
be extreme ly probable, first, that the 
Christmas games, which both in Ger- 
many and England have a close resem- 
blance to those of Spring, are to be con- 
sidered as a prelude to the May sports, 
and that they both originally symbolized 
the victory of Summer over Winter,t 

* As in Tollett’s window. 

t In Lord Hailes’s Extracts from the Book 
of the Universal Kirk. 

2 t More openly exhibited in the mock battle 
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which, beginning at the winter solstice, is 
completed in the second month of spring ; 
secondly, that the conquering Summer is 
represented by the May King, or by the 
Hobby-Horse (as also by the Dragon- 
Slayer, whether St. George, Siegfried, 
Apollo, or the Sanskrit Indras); and 
thirdly, that the Hobby-Horse in particu- 
lar represents the god Woden, who, as 
well as Mars * among the Romans, is the 
god at once of Spring and of Victory. 
The essential point, all this being ad- 
mitted, is now to establish the identity 
of Robin Hood and the Hobby-Horse. 
This we think we have shown cannot be 
done by reasoning founded on the early 
history of the games under consideration. 
Kuhn relies principally upon two modern 
accounts of Christmas pageants. In one 
of these pageants there is introduced a 
man on horseback, who earries in his 
hands a bow and arrows. The other fur- 
nishes nothing pe euli ir exce pt a hame: 
the ceremony is called a hoodening, and 
the hobby-horse a hooden. In the rider 
with bow and arrows Kuhn sees Robin 
Hood and the Hobl y Horse, and in the 
name hooden (which is explained by the 
authority he quotes to mean wooden) 
he discovers a provincial form of wood- 
en, which cennects the outlaw and the 


divinity.t It will be generally agreed 


between Summer and Winter celebrated by 
the Sx ! is i onor of May, a custom 
still retained in the Isle of Man, where the 


month is every year ushered in with a con- 
test between the Queen of Summer and the 
Queen of Winter. (Brand’s Antiquities, by 
Ellis, i. 222, 257.) A si 


Germany, occurring at Christmas, is noticed 





lar ceremony in 


by Kuhn, p. 478. 
* Hence the spring begins with March. 


The connection with Mars sugge 





sts a possible 








etymology for the Morris,—which is usually 
explained, for want of something better, as a 
Morisco or Moorish dance. There is some 
resembl ce between the Morris and the Salic 
d Salic 





he Veian 


uted by th 
name pointing to Mars, the 





Salii.—Kuhn, 488-493. 


worthy of notice, since the horseman in the 


May page 


called Ruy 


+ The name Robin also appears to Kuhn 





is in some parts of Germany 
recht (Rupert, Robert). 
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that these slender premises are totally in- 
adequate to support the weighty conclu- 
sion that is rested upon them. 

Why the adventures of Robin Hood 
should be specially assigned, as they are 
in the old ballads, to the month of May, 
We have 


quisite reason to offer, but we may per- 


remains unexplained. no ex- 


haps find reason good enough in the 


delicious stanzas with which some of 


these ballads begin. 


“ In summer when the shawés be sheen, 





And ke id ke ig, 
It is full merry in fair forést 
I r the fowlés sor 
To see the deer draw to the dale, 
And leave the hillés hee, 
And shadow them in the leavés green 
Under the green-wood tree.’ 


The poetical character of the season af- 
fords all the explanation that is required. 
Nor need the 


of archery and of the Robin Hood plays 


occurrence of exhibitions 


and pageants, at this time of the year, oc- 
casion any difficulty. Repeated statutes, 
from the thirteenth to the sixteenth cen- 
tury, enjoined practice with the bow, and 
ordered that the leisure time of holidays 
should be employed for this purpose. 
Under Henry the E 
still kept up, and those who partook m 
this 





ighth the custom was 





exercise often gave it a spirit by 
and character of 
Robin Hood and his associates. In like 


manner the society of archers in Eliza- 


assuming the sty le 


beth’s time took the name of Arthur and 


his Knights; all which was very natural 


be None of all 


the merrymakings in merry England sur- 


then, and would now. 


passed the May festival. The return of 
the sun stimulated the populace to the 
accumulation of all sorts of amusements. 
In addition to the traditional and appro- 
priate sports of the season, there were, 
as Stowe tells us, divers warlike shows, 
with good archers, morris-dancers, and 
other devices for pastime all day long, 
and towards evening stage-plays and bon- 
the A Play of 
‘very proper for 
but if Robin 
peculiarly prominent in these entertain- 


fires in 
Hood 


a May-game”; 


streets. Robin 
was considered 


Hood was 


Hood. 165 
ments, the obvious reason would appear 
to be that he was the hero of that loved 
green-wood to which all the world re- 
sorted, when the cold obstruction of 
winter was broken up, “ to do observance 
for a morn of May.” 

We do not, therefore, attribute much 
value to the theory of Mr. Wright, that 
the May festival was, in its earliest form, 
ae religious celebration, though, like such 
festivals in general, it possessed a double 
character, that of a religious ceremony, 
and of an opportunity for the perform- 
that, at 


festivals, the songs would take the char- 


ance of warlike games; such 
acter of the amusements on the occasion, 
and would most likely celebrate warlike 
deeds,—perhaps the myths of the patron 
whom superstition supposed to preside 
over them; that, as the character of the 
exercises changed, the attributes of the 
patron would change also, and he who 
was once celebrated as working wonders 
with his good axe or his elf-made sword 


might afterwards assume the character of 


ul bowman; that tl 


a skil 


e scene of his 
actions would likewise change, and the 
person whose weapons were the bane of 
dragons and giants, who sought them in 
the wildernesses they infested, might be- 
come the enemy only of the sheriff and 
his officers, under the ‘ grene-wode lefe.’” 
It is unnecessary to point out that the 
language we have quoted cont 1ins, be- 
yond the statement that warlike exercises 
were anciently combined with religious 
rites, a very slightly founded surmise, and 
nothing more. 

Another circumstance, which weighs 
much with Mr. Wright, goes but a very 
little way with us in demonstrating the 
mythological character of Robin Hood. 
This is the frequency with which his 
name is attached to mounds, wells, and 
stones, such as in the popular creed are 
connected with fairies, dwarfs, or giants. 
There is scarcely a county in England 
which does not possess some monument 
“ Cairns on Black- 
down in Somersetshire, and barrows near 
to Whitby in Yorkshire and Ludlow in 
Shropshire, are termed Robin Hood’s 


of this description. 
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pricks or butts; lofty natural eminences 
in Gloucestershire and Derbyshire are 
Robin Hood’s hills; a huge rock near 
Matlock is Robin Hood’s Tor; ancient 
boundary-stones, as in Lincolnshire, are 
Robin Hood’s crosses; a presumed log- 
gan, or rocking-stone, in Yorkshire, is 
Robm Hood’s penny-stone; a fountain 
near Nottingham, another between Don- 
easter and Wakefield, and one in Lan- 
cashire, are Robin Hood’s wells; a cave 
in Nottinghamshire is his stable; a rude 
natural rock in Hope Dale is his chair; 
a chasm at Chatsworth is his leap; 
Blackstone Edge, in Laneashire, is his 
bed.” * In fact, his name bids fair to 
overrun every remarkable object of the 
sort which has not been already appro- 
priated to King Arthur or the Devil; 
with the latter of whom, at least, it is 
presumed, that, however ancient, he will 
not dispute precedence. 

“ The legends of the peasantry,” quoth 
Mr. Wright, “are the shadows of a very 
remote antiquity.” This proposition, thus 
broadly stated, we deny. Nothing is 
more deceptive than popular legends; 
and the “ legends” we speak of, if they 
are to bear that name, have no claim to 
antiquity at all. They do not go beyond 
the ballads. They are palpably of sub- 
sequent and comparatively recent origin. 
It was absolutely impossible that they 
should arise while Robin Hood was a liv- 
ing reality to the people. The art her of 
Sherwood who could barely stand King 
Edward’s buffet, and was felled by the 
Potter, was no man to be playing with 
rocking-stones. This trick of naming 
must have begun in the decline of his 
fame ; for there was a time when his pop- 


ularity drooped, and his existence was 


just not doubted,—noi elaborately main- 


tained by learned historians, and anti- 
quarians deeply read in the Public 


* Edinburgh Review, vol. 86, p- 123. 
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Records. And what do these names 
prove? The vulgar passion for bestow- 
ing them is notorious and universal. 
We Americans are too young to be well 
provided with heroes that might serve 
this purpose. We have no imaginative 
peasantry to invent legends, no ignorant 
peasantry to believe them. But we have 
the good fortune to possess the Devil in 
common with the rest of the world; and 
we take it upon us to say, that there is 
not a mountain district in the land, which 
has been opened to summer travellers, 
where a “ Devil's Bridge,” a “ Devil’s 
Punch-bowl,” or some object with the 
like designation, will not be pointed out.* 

We have taken no notice of the later 
fortunes of Robin Hood in his true and 
original character of a hero of romance. 
Towards the end of the sixteenth cen- 
tury Anthony Munday attempted to re- 
vive the decaying popularity of this king 


of good fellows, who had won all his honors 





as a simple yeoman, by representing him 
in the play of “ The Downfall of Robert, 
Earl of Huntington” as a nobleman in 
discuise, outlawed by the machinations 
of his steward. This pleasing and suc- 
cessful drama is Robin’s sole patent to 
that title of Earl of Huntington, in con- 
firmation of which Dr. Stukeley fabri- 
cated a pedigree that transcends even 
the absurdities of heraldry, and some 
unknown forger an epitaph beneath the 
skill of a Chatterton. Those who desire 
] 
l 


acquaintance with the fabulous 


a fi 
history of Robin Hood will seek it in the 
well-known volumes of Ritson, or in 
those of his recent editor, Gutch, who 
does not make up by superior discrimina- 
tion for his inferiority in other respects to 


that industrious antiquary. 


* See some sensible remarks in the Gentle- 
man’s Magazine for March, 1793, by D. H., 
that is, says the courteous Ritson, by Gough, 
» scurrilous and malignant editor of that 





aded publication.” 
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THE GHOST 
ONE of those violent, though short- 


lived storms, which occasionally rage in 


southern climates, had blown all night in 
the neighborhood of the little town of 
San Cipriano, situated in a wild valley 


Apennines opening towards the 


Under 


the olive-woods that cover 


hills lay the olive-berries 





strewed thick and wide; here and there 
a branch heavy-laden with half-ripe fruit, 
torn by the blast from its parent tree, 
stretched its prostrate length upon the 
ground An abundant premature har- 
ves iad f | 


illen, but at present there 





were no means of collecting it; for the 
ce wing rains of the ni rht had soaked 
the or the orass the dead leaves 
the 1 tself, and the rain was still fall- 


* gathered in that state, 


are sure to rot. 


>in such disasters exclaim 
the Riviera, wi 


meiancholy shrug of the 


with a 
shoulders. And 


must have patience until the 





weath« rs and the ground dries, be- 
fore they can secure such of the olives as 

may happily be uninjured. 
On the day-we speak of, the 21st of 
LSo2, the proprietors of olive- 


LI 1. 
lano wore very Diank 
fa]]} 

falling 


sadly of the 


1 oil, and the olive- 





hands and looked 


1eir 


+t t} ra ley 
{ OTAV SKY. 


» spacious kitchen of Doctor Mo- 


rani were assembled a body of young 

rosy lasses in laced bodices, and short, 
° ’ ’ . 

bright-colored petticoats, come down from 


the neighboring mountains for the olive- 


gathering, much as Irish laborers cross 


over to Ey and for the hay-making sea- 


son. These sirls arrive in troops from 


their native vill wes among the hills, car- 


rying on their heads a sa kful of the flour 
of dried beans and a lesser quantity of 
dried chestnuts. 
to the 
of four pen: 


They offer their services 


inhabitants of the vall 


»y at the rate 


English a day ; about three 
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pence less than the sum demanded by the 
women of But the 


in addition to 


the place. pretty 
mountaineers ask, their 





modest wages, a s 
little 
] 


small daily portion ot oil 


lter for the night, a 
straw or hay for their beds, and a 
and salt to sea- 


son the bean-flour and che ts, which 


stnu 


+34 aoe ] 
constitute their sole food. 
arfect!] 
perfectl 


» old Doctor had hired several of 


They are then 
contented. 





these damsels to assist in getting in his 
olive crop, with the customary additional 
Col t to spin some of the unwrought 


flax of the household when bad weather 


as well 


work, 


is regularly in the evening between 
early dusk and bed-time Happy those 
to whose lot it fell to be employéd by 
Dr. Morani! Besides not beating down 
t r wages to the utmost, it was the 


Doctor's wont, out ot the exuberance 


irted, joyous nature, 


ul- 


chilled even by his sixty winters, to give 


to his serving men and maidens not 


words and 


only 


kind encouraging looks, but 
him perhaps still more 


popular, humorous jokes and droll sto- 


also what mad 
ries. 
The Doctor, indeed, concealed some- 


} 


r of the he garb 


philosopher under t 
His quaint sayings and doings 
were frequently quoted with great relish 
He had a 
and 


truths into the uncultivated understand- 


A wee 
among this rural populat on. 


of shooting 


way of his own facts 


orers,—facts and truths 


could have 


trated so far; he feathered his phi SO} hi- 


ings ol these lal 


that never otherwise pene- 





cal or moral arrows with a jest, and they 
stuck fast. 
Sicnora Martina, his wife, 


soul, and, though a strict housewife, was 


was a vood 


yet not so thrifty but that she could allow 


a little of her abundance to overflow on 


those in her service; and these crumbs 
from her table added many delicious bits 
to the bean-flour repasts. So, as we have 


said, happy the mountain girls taken into 
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Dr. Morani’s service! But specially blest 
among the blest this year were two sis- 
ters, to whom was allotted a bed, a real 
bed, to sleep upon! How came they to 
be furnished with such a luxury? Why, 
this season the Doctor had hired more 
than the usual number of pickers. The 
outbuilding given them to sleep in was 
thus too small to accommodate all, so two 
were taken into the house, and a di- 
minutive closet, generally used by the 
family as a bath-room, was turned into 
a bed-room for the lucky couple. Now 
for a description of the bed. Over the 
bath was placed an ironing-board, and 
upon this a mattress quite as narrow, 
almost as hard, and far less smooth than 
the narrow plank on which it lay. The 
width of the bed was just sufficient to 
admit the two sisters, pac ked close, each 
lying on her side. As to turning, that 
was simply out of the question ; but “ poor 
labor in sweet slumber lock’d” lay from 
night till morning without once dreaming 
of change of position. 

Signora Martina, the first day or two, 
expressed some fear lest they might not 
rest well; but both girls averred they 
never in their lives had known so luxu- 
rious a bed,—and never should again, 
unless their good fortune brought them 
back another year to enj 


couch at Dr. Morani’s. 





y this sybarite 





Though irrelevant to our story, this 
short digression may serve to illustrate 
the Arcadian simplicity of habits prevail- 
ing in these mountainous districts, and 
affords one more illustration of the axiom, 
not more trite than true, that human en- 
joyment and luxury are all comparative. 

Well! the wet afternoon was wearing 
on, beguiled by the young girls as best 
it might be, with the spindle and distaff, 
and incessant chatter and laugh, save 
when they joined their voices in some 
popular chant. Signora Martina was de- 
livering fresh flax to the spinners; Ma- 
rietta, the maid, was busy about the fire, 
in provident forethought for supper; and 
Beppo, a barefooted, weather-beaten indi- 
vidual, was bringing in the wood he had 


been sawing this rainy day, which inter- 
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fered with his more usual business at that 
season. For Beppo was one of the men 
whose task it was to climb the olive-trees 
and shake down the olives for the women 
gathering below. He was distineuished 
among many as a skilful and valiant 
climber ; nor had his laurels been earned 
without perils and wounds. Occasionally 
he fell, and oceasionally broke a bone or 
two,—episodes that had their compensa- 
tions. Beppo, then, on this particular 
rainy afternoon, came in with a flat bas- 
ket full of newly cut wood on his head, 
respectfully saluted the Padrona, and, 
after throwing down his load in a corner 
of the kitchen, leisurely turned his basket 
topsy-turvy, seated himself upon it, and 
prepared to take his part in the general 
conversation. 

At this moment the Doctor himself 
entered, his cloak and hat dripping. 

“ He ugh ! heugh !” he exe laimed, in a 
voice of discust, as his wife helped him 


out of his covering; “ what weather 
He went towards the fire, and spread out 
his hands to catch the heat of the glowing 
embers, on which sat a saucepan. “ Hor- 
rid weather! The wind play d the very 
mischief with us last night !” 

“ Many branches broken, Padrone ?” 
asked Beppo, eagerly. 

‘ Branches, eh ? Aye, aye; saw 
away ; burn away; don’t be afraid of a 
supply failing,” said the Doctor, dryly. 

“Oh, Santa Maria!” sighed Signora 
Martina, in sad presentiment. 

“ Plenty of firewood, my dear soul, for 
two years,” went on the Doctor. “The 
big tree near the pigeon-house is head 
down, root up, torn, smashed, prostrate, 
while good-for-nothing saplings are stand- 


” 


ing. 





‘Oh Lord! such a tree! that never 
failed, vad year or good year, to give us 
a sack of olives, and often more!” cried 
Signora Martina, piteously. “ More than 
three generations old it was!” And she 
began actually to weep. “ Oil selling 
for nothing, and the tree, the best of 


trees, to be blown down ! 


“ Take care,” said the Doctor, “take 


care of repining! Little misfortunes are 
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like a rash, which carries off bad humors 
body. 


storm had laid my head low, and turned 


from a too robust Suppose the 


up my toes; what then, eh, little girls?” 


turning to the group of young creatures 


standing with their eyes very wide open 


at the recital of the misdeeds of the tur- 
bulent wind, and now as suddenly off 
la ich at the image of the Doctor’s 


10 


into a 
decease so re presented. “ Ah! you 
set! Happy you that have no 
and no olive- 
Per Bacco! 


if you only knew it! 


ches to be broken, 
I ! you are 





He walked over to where his weeping 


wife sat, laid his hand on her head, and 


kissed her brow. The girls 





‘Be quiet, all of you! 
that only th brows 


cheeks ought to be 


Do you think 
bright 


smo and 


kissed ? Be good 


loving wives, and I promise you your 


husbands will be blind to wrin- 


cles. I could not be happy without the 


your 


iis well-known face; it is the 





ippiness for me. I wish you 
I ’ 


1 1» 


all our luck, my dears ! 

All simpered or laughed, 
tina’s bi 

“ Now I see that I can still make you 
Doc- 
[ will tell you something comfort- 
Paolo, the 


me a franc 


and Mar- 
yw smoothed. 

smile at misfortune,” continued the 
tor, “ 
ing. 


olive-mert 


As I came along, | met 


+} 


hant, who offered 


more a sa *k t] an he did to any one else, 


because he knows our olives are of a 
superior quality.” 
Sicnora Martina smiled rather a grim 


) her olives. 


smile at this compliment t 
“But I told 


with a certain look of pride, 


him,” went on Doctor 
were not going to sell; we in- 


And 


Martina, with the olives that 


tended to make oil for ourselves. 
so we will, 
have been blown down, hoping the best 
Now let us 
Pas- 


qualina, suppose you tell us a story; 


for those still on the trees. 


talk of something more pleasant. 


you are our best hand, I believe.” 
“T am sure, Signor Dottore, I have 
nothing worth your listening to,” an- 


swered Pasqualina, blushing. 


Ghost Redivivus. 


169 


“Tell us about the ghost your uncle 
saw,” suggested another of the girl 
“A ghost !” eried the Doctor. 
one here seen a ghost ? 


I could 


was it 


1 wish 


have ‘such a chance! W hat 


like ?” 
“T did not see it myst If; I do but be- 


lieve what my uncle told me,” said Pas- 


qualina, with a gravity that had a shade 
of resentment. 


“Tf one is only to speak of what one 


has 


uncle’s ghest-story, “ 
the witch that bewitched your sister.” 


seen,” urged the prompter of the 


tell the Padrone of 


“ Ah! and so we have witches too?” 
groaned the Doctor. 
“ As to that,” resumed Pasq 


] 1 


look, * 


ialina, with 
A dienified ‘| can’t he Ip be lieving 
my own eyes, and those of all the people 


“ Well,” exclaimed Doctor Morani, 
“Jet us hear all ab | itch.” 


“ You 


lina, “ w 


out the witch. 
know, all of you,” said Pasqua- 
b id 
how she was cured by the miraculous 
Madonna del 


had no more fits, til 





r had, and 





hits my 


sister 





So my 
Madalena, a spite- 
ful old woman, and whom everybody in 


the villaze knows to be a witch, mum- 
ble d some of her spe lls and ee a 


“ Hallo!” cried the 


mean that witches have mere power than 


Dox tor, “do you 


the Madonna?” 


“Oh! Signor Dottore, you put things 


so strangely ! just listen to the truth. So 
:, 


this old woman came and mumbled some 


of her spells, and then my poor sister 


fell down again, and has since had fits 


as bad as ever. But my father and 


to take it so 


bad 


brother were not goi 





easily, and thev beat old witch 


till she couldn’t move, and had to be car- 
ried to the hospital. 
with all my heart I do!” 


“You h id 


well,” observed the Doctor, coolly ; 


I hope she may die, 
better hope she will get 
‘ for 
if she. should happen to die, my good 


Pasqualina, it would be very possible 
that your father and brother might be 
sent to the galleys.” 

Here Pasqualina set up a howl. 


“ Do not afflict yourself just now,” re- 
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sumed Doctor Morani ; “ for, with all their 


good-will, they have not quite killed the 


woman. I saw her myself at the hospi- 
tal: she is getting better, and when 
cured, I shall take care that she does 
not return among such a set of savages 


norina 


as flourish 
Pasqu 


and the Doctor took off his skull-cap, 


n your village, 








a. Excuse my _boldness,”— 
in playful obeisance to the young girl, 
“only advise your family another time 


to be less r 





their belief in every species of absurd- 


| 

ity. Did not Father Tommaso tell you 
but yesterday, that it was not right to 
believe in ohosts or witches, save and 


except the peculiar one or two it is his 
business to know about, and who lived 


some thousand years ago? ‘There have 


been none since, believe me. 
- Strange things do happe n, hows ver,” 


observed Signora Martina, thoughtful- 
ly, —_" things that ne ither priest nor law- 


yer can explain. What was 
which appeared, twenty years 


the tower of San Ciprano?” The 





Signora’s voice sent a shudder through 
all the women present. 

“A trick, and a stupid trick,” per- 
sisted her husband. 

“ Not at all a trick, Doctor,” said Mar- 
tina, shaking her head 

“Did you see it yours If, Martina ?” 

“No; but I saw those who did with 
their own two blessed eye 

“The Padrona is - quite right,” said 
Beppo, without le wing his basket. “J. 
for one, saw it.” 

This assel ion prod ced suc h a h il bub 
as sent the Docto rrowling from the 
room, and lett Sienora Martin t liberty 
to comply with the 
the story. 

“Tt was twenty five years last Easter 
since Hans Reuter came to San Cip- 
riano with Carlo Boschi, the son of old 
Pietro, of our town. Carlo had gone 
away three years before to seek his 
fortune. He went to Switzerland, it 
seems, a distant country beyond the 
mountains, where the language is differ- 


ent from ours, and where it is said ”"— 
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(here Martina lowered her voice)—“ the 
people do not follow our holy religion, 
and are called, therefore, Protestants 
and heretics. They are industrious, 
notwithstanding, and clever in certain 
arts and manufactures, and it was from 
some of them that Carlo learned the 
watchmaking trade. After staying away 
three vears, one fine day he came back, 
bringing with him one of these Swiss, 
Hans Reuter; and the two, being great 


friends, set up a shop together, where 


they made and sold watches and jewel- 
ry. There was not business enough in 
San Cipriano to maintain them, but they 
, *4 + 5 | 11: 4 al S 
made it out by selling at wholesale in 


hi oring towns. 


the nei 





‘For years all went smoothly with the 


partners, and their good luck began to 


be wondered at, when one morning their 
shop was not open at the usual hour. 
hat had hap- 


pened ? there was Carlo Boschi knocking 


What was the matter? w 





and shouting to Hans, and all in vain. 


I must tell you that Carlo lived else- 
where, and Hans had the care of the 
premises at night, sleeping in a little 
room at the back of the shop. The 
neighbors went out and advised Carlo 


to force the door. Very well. When 
they got in, they found Hans bound 
hand and foot, and so closely gagged 
iat he was almost stifled. As soon as 
he could speak, he said that just after 
he had shut up, the previous evening, 
the: was a knock at the door. He 
had scarcely opened it, when he was 
seized by two ruflians with blackened 


J 1 
faces, who threw him down, 





tied him, and then coolly proceeded to 


ransack every place, packed up every 
bit of jewelry, every watch, and every 


piece of money, and then decamped 


with their booty, low king the door on the 


outside. The robbery took place on the 
third and last day of the Easter Fair, 
exa tly when there was the greatest 
noise and bustle from the breaking up 
of booths, such an uproar of singing, 


brawling, and rolling of carts, and such 


a stream of people going in every direc- 


tion, as made it easy for the thieves to 
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escape detection. The police t ok a _ took still longer, he being old and very ° 
great many depositions, and made a_ infirm, before he could get to the hos- 


great fuss; but there the matter ended. pital. When he did, it was too late ; 


lo say the truth, it was like looking poor Hans was dead. 
for a bird in a forest, considering the “This was a sad business; for, if the 





at all events 





, 1 ; . , 
the fair; besides, the police, you know, Hans’s soul would have been safe, and 
, , } , ’ 
a la I were too Dusy d ring and his «Ly l Lin ct ited ound 
hu g n Libs st rt k- My hu | I to the R rand « ld 
ing ¢ thieves Lihat, | ever, 18s no his Reverence that Hans had re inced 
ay 
I 3 38 t mul ry irs na erhaps nis ¢ 3 | i i¢ i l tes- 
it W | have done no good to poor Hans of 1 Cath ith to him; but 


eve he criminals had been discover- | Reve nee shook his head, and said 


ed He had got a great shock ; he could that was not the same thing as if Padre 
not 1 his spirits. Every one felt Michele had received Hans into the true 
for him, because he was a kind, sociable fold. Then n y sband said it was a 
man well as industz s; the only fault pits Hans s l ecause the 
he had was being a Protestant. What Padre had been out of the way; but his 





was no one exactly ki V but it was Revers @ alWAYVS al \ ed, ‘No.’ and 
a great sin and a great pity, it seems. » ‘No’ it was The « y were not 


Sure it is that Hans never went to con- to attend, and the body 3 to be put in- 
} 








tes n, ¢ » the co immuno! Hows er, e ground l \ I h ry a 
as e passed and brought no tidings log. What could my hn nd do more ? 
) of the ers, the poor man grew mor¢ So he went his way to his patients. It 
tl worn everv dav He would } er he had to eral, far 
t { t Switz ! i » did not come 
his ig his fa s ho , his ie till | vht. 
pa sand relations. He had left them “ You all know the tower which stands 
so essly, he 1, he had scarcely upon the green knoll high above the 
f t et now a yearning grew town. It is relic of very old times, 
v I » look once ‘ on those hen San ( no had fortifications. 
d ind tl v i mountains It } been un ior m than a cen- 
of } try ipon its cool, rus e tury mere shell, open to the sky, en- 


ets le ereen pastures, and the , line a wide space of ound A few 
cows t razed on tl He used to da before Hans’ leath, the Doctor 


te : n he w e,he heard had t into his head | ould like 
t the ‘ ‘ nd the t t s tows ot ti I uty, to 
see! » call him he ( M $ l vl It belo! to n 1 len with- 


p , lay h t n very d , Hans died, a my hus- 
j 1 to be car 1 e hospital I l was a m his 1 of country 
The Doctor attended him two or three _ visits, the Syndic sent to ask for the key, 
times every day, and on tl third was and I, thinking no harm, gave it And 
summoned in a great hu Morani now what do you think the Syndie want- 
WwW i} la mg co ers } t! 1 the ke tf ? Just to d ya hole for 


ing fellow, and then Padre poor Hans. Yes, the body was carried 





Micl of the Capuchin Convent was up there, and buried out of sight as 
sent for It was some time before the quickly as_ possible. 


good monk could be found, and then it “ When the Doctor came home he was 














172 The Ghost 


in a mighty passion with everybody ;— 
with the Rector, for refusing Hans a 
place in the burial-ground ; with the Syn- 
dic, for allowing the tower to be used for 
such a purpose; and most of all with me, 
for giving the key without asking why 
or wherefore. 

“ However, what was done could not 
be undone, and so no said 


more Was 


about the matter. It might have been a 
week after, when some girls who had set 
out before daylight to go to the wood for 
leaves, came back much terrified, declar- 
ing they had seen an apparition on the 
tower wall. Not one had dared to go on 
to the wood, but all ran back to the town 
and spread the alarm. A dozen persons, 
to tell 
about it, and I promise you my husband 


at least, came to our house us 
did not call it a stupid trick, as he did to- 
day. He looked very grave, and ex- 
‘IT don’t at it. No 
doubt it is poor Hans, who does not like 
to lie Don’t 
come to me,—it’s none of my business,— 


claimed, wonder 


in unconsecrated ground. 


I have only to do with the living—the 
dead belong to the clergy,—this is the 
Rector’s affair. If ever a ghost had a 
right to walk, it is in such a case as this, 
denied 
Christian burial because an old monk’s 


when a poor, honest fellow is 


legs refuse to carry him fast enough. 
Had Padre Michele 


man, all would have been right.’ 


been a younger 

“ There was quite a general commotion 
in the town, and at last, after a day or 
two, some of the young men determined 
they would go and watch the next night, 
to see if the thing appeared, or if it was 
mere women’s nonsense, and they went 
accordingly.” 

‘“‘T was one of the party,” interrupted 
Beppo, taking the narrative out of his 
Padrona’s mouth, stirred by the high- 
recollections. 
and I had a 
We hid our- 


and watched 


wrought excitement of his 
“T went with ten others, 
good loaded gun with me. 
selves behind some bushes, 
and watched. Nothing appeared, until 
the girls, who had agreed to come at 
their usual hour for going to the wood, 


passed by; then, just at that moment, I 
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I felt all_—I can’t tell 
of hot cold, and as if my 


swear I saw it. 
how,—a sort 
legs were water. I don’t know how I 
managed to raise my gun,—I did it quite 
dreaming like; it went off with the big- 
gest noise ever a gun made, and the 
bullet must have gone through the very 
head of the ghost, for it waved its thin 
All the rest ran 


arms fearfully. away, 


but I could not move a peg. Then a ter- 
rible voice roared out, ‘1 shall not forget 
thee, my friend! I will visit thee again 
Now begone !’” 

Beppo ceased speaking, and a shud- 
Mar- 
awe-struck 
whisper of “ What was it like, Beppo?” 


before thy last hour ! 


dering silence fell on the listeners. 


tina alone ventured on the 


“ A tall, white figure; its arms spread 


out like a cross,—so,” replied Beppo, 
rising from his basket, the better to 
personate the vhost. “ Jesu. Maria!” 
he shrieked, “there it is! O Lord, 


” 


have mercy on us! 

And sure enough, standing against the 
door was a tall, white figure, its arms 
spread out like the limbs of a cross. 
Screams, both shrill and discordant, filled 
the room,—Martini, Beppo, Marietta, and 
the g 


irls tumbling and rushing about dis- 
traught 


Such a mad-like 


There was a trembling and a 


with terror. 
scene ! 
shaking of the white figure for a moment, 
then down it went in a heap to the floor, 
and out came the substantial proportions 
of Doctor Morani, looming formidable in 
the dusky light of the expiring embers. 
The sound of his well-known vigorous 
laugh resounded through the kitchen, as 
he flung a bunch of pine branches on 
the 


flame shot up, and the light as by magie 


fire. The next moment a bright 
brought the scared group to their senses. 
Each looked into the faces of the others 
with an expression of rising merriment 
struggling with ghastly fear, and first a 
long-drawn breath of relief, and then a 
burst of laughter broke from all. 

“What a fright you have given us, 


Padrone !” Beppo was the first to say. 
“] hope so,” replied the Doctor,—“ it 
has only paid you off for the one you 


gave me twenty years ago.” 
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“T!—-you !—but how, caro Padrone ?” 

“Ah! you haven't yet, I assure you, 
recognized your old acquaintance, the 
identical ghost which you favored with a 
bullet. 


more ?” 


Would you like to see it once 


“ Pazienza!” exclaimed Beppo, “ for 


once twice ;—but three times,—no, that 


is more than enough. I am satisfied 


with what I have seen.” 

‘Do you know what you have seen ?” 
resumed the Doctor. “ Very well, listen 
When the Rector 


poor Hans lie in the same ground 


to me refused to let 


with 


many of our tow who (God 


’ » nle 
nspeopl 


I 
rest their souls !) had lived scarcely so 
honest a life as he had done, I was far 
from imagining that he was to be thrust 
into the tower, of all places in the world, 


ys : : a f : 
and just when it was well known I had 


bargained for it. 


to be used, 


‘That's the way I am 


is it?’ thought I ‘Til pl Ly 


you a trick, my friends, worth two of 
yours me that will make you glad to 
give honest Hans hospitality in your 
ehurchyard.’ 


‘I waited a few days, till the moon 


should rise late, so as to be shining 


about one or two in the morning, the 
time when the or the woods. 





I provided 


myself with a sheet, and took 


in the tower before midnight. 


I tied two long sticks tovether in the 


‘a cross, stuck my hat on the top, 


and threw the linen over the whole; and 


a capital chost it was. Then I got under 
the drapery, pushing up the stick, so as 
to give the idea of a gigantic human fic- 


extended arms. I had no fear 


of being discovered, for the Syndic had 
the key still in his possession, and I had 
made good my entrance through ‘a o ip 
in the wall sufficiently well concealed by 


brambles. I suppose I need not tell you, 


young women, how brave your mothers 


were. My ghostship heard of the young 
men’s project, and encouraged them, 
never thinking there was one among 


them so stupid as to carry a gun to fight 
ith: for how can you shoot a 


has flesh 


It was impossible to suspect any 


a ghost w 


ghost, when it neither nor 


blood ? 
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block- 


head; so I was rather disagreeably start- 


one of being such a monstrous 
led at hearing the crack of a gun, and 
feeling the tingling of a bullet whizzing 
past my ear. You nearly made me into 
a real ghost, friend Beppo; for I assure 
you, you are a capital shot. Ever since 
that memorable aim, I have entertained 
the deepest respect for you as a marks- 
fault that I 


contession. I 


man 5 it 
here 


ducked my 


was not your am 


make this 


head below the 


now to 


wall in case 
follow the signal 


a volley was to 


When | peeped again, there 


gun. 
remained 
tower, im- 


one solitary figure before the 


movable as a stone pillar. O noble 


Beppo, it was thou! 
‘IT must get rid of this fellow one way 
rht I 


d sheet, or 


* thou ‘but not by shaking 


I shall have 





ee 
CK-COVeI 


another bullet.’ So I raised mys “it Dreé 


high above the wall, made a trumpet of 


my hands, and roared out the fearful 


evening. As 


back, I left 


promise 


I 
s00n as I 


I have kept this 
saw my enemy’s 
my station, and never played the ghost 
again.” 

“A pretty folly for a man of forty!” 
cried Signora Martina, still smarting un- 
Why. a boy would 


be well whipped for such a trick. 


der her late fright. 
There’s 
no knowing what to believe in a 


like 


earnest 


man 
you,—no saying when you are in 
or in fun.” 

After a moment’s silence, the lady 
asked in a softer tone, “ Now do tell me, 
Morani, is it true that poor Hans recant- 
ed before he died ?” 

= My dear, if Padre Michele had been 
in time, we should have been sure of the 
fact. You see the Re 

] 


I knew enough of theology to decide. I 


tor did not think 


am a submissive child of the 
replied the husband. “ As for the ghost 
I took care to provide against forgetting 


On the top shelf of the laho- 


ratory I hung up the bullet-pierced hat; 


my folly. 
and the bullet itself I ticketed with the 
date and kept in my desk. Who wants 
to see the chost’s hat ?””"—and the Doctor 
hat still 


lying on the floor, and exhibited it to the 


drew a from under the sheet 










ete > it 


oa ey oem 


weg 
af 
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curious eyes of all present, making them “Knowing what you know by experience, 


admire the neat hole in it. The bullet suppose you hint to any one inclined to 


itself he took out of his waisteoat pocket, spectre-shooting, that he runs the risk of 


and holding ‘it 


towards Beppo, asked, _ killing a live man, and having two ghosts 


* Hadn’t it a mark ?” on his hands,—the ghost of the poor 


“ Yes, sir, I cut a cross on it,” replied devil shot, and one of himself hanged 


the abashed climber of olive-trees; “and for murder. As for you, young girls, re- 


by all the Saints, there it is still! Pas- member that when you go forth to meet 


qualina, my girl,” turning to her, “your the perils of dark mornings, you are 


uncle’s ghost will turn out to be some- more likely to encounter dangers from 


be dy.” 


flesh and blood than from spirits.” 


* Bravo! Beppo,” cried the Doctor. 


THE GOLDEN MILE-STONE. 


The Milliarium Aureum, or Golden Mile-Stone, was a gilt marble pillar in the Forum at 
I 

Rome, from which, as a central point, t great roads of the empire diverged through the 

several gates of the city, and the distances were measured. } 


LEAFLEsS are the trees; their purple branches 
Spread themselves abroad, like reefs of coral 
Rising silent 


In the Red Sea of the winter sunset. 


From the hundred chimneys of the village, 
Like the Afreet in the Arabian story, 
Smoky columns 


Tower aloft into the air of amber. 


At the window winks the flickering fire-light ; 
Here and there the lamps of evening glimmer, 
Social watch-fires, 


Answering one another through the darkness. 


On the hearth the lighted logs are glowing, 
And, like Ariel in the cloven pine-tree, 
For its freedom 


Groans and sighs the air imprisoned in them. 


By the fireside there are old men seated, 
Seeing ruined cities in the ashes, 

Asking sadly 
Of the Past what it can ne’er restore them. 


By the fireside there are youthful dreamers, 

Building castles fair with stately stairways, 
Asking blindly 

Of the Future what it cannot give them. 
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I REALLY believe some people save 


The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 


By the fireside tragedies are acted 

In whose scenes appear two actors only, 
Wife and husband, 

And above them God, the sole spectator. 


By the fireside there are peace and comfort, 
Wives and children, with fair, thoughtful faces, 
Waiting, watching 


For a well-known footstep in the passage. 


Each man’s chimney is his Golden Mile-Stone,— 
Is the central point from which he measures 


Every distance 





} 


Through the gateways of the world around him. 


In his farthest wanderings still he sees it; 
Hears the talking flame, the answering nicht-wind, 
As he heard them 


When he sat with those who were, but are not. 


Happy he whom neither wealth nor fashion, 

Nor the march of the ener aching city, 
Drives an exile 

From the hearth of his ancestral homestead ! 

We may build more splendid habitations, 

Fill our rooms with paintings and with sculptures, 
But we cannot 


3uy with gold the old associations. 


AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE. 


EVERY MAN HIS OWN BOSWELL. 
Y 


their bright thoughts, as being too pre- ling-machine through it.” 


cious for conversation. What do you “Why don’t you tell the man he 
think an admiring friend said the other wasting that water? What would be 

day to one that was talking good things,— state of the highways of life, if we 
good é nouch to print r @ Why,” said he, not drive our thought-sprinklers through 


he said, “and a man driving a sprink- 


‘you are wasting merchantable litera- them with the valves open, sometimes 7 


ture, a cash article, at the rate, as nearly 


n 
as I can tell, 


The talker took him to the window and _ our thoughts for us:—the waves of con- 


asked him to 


saw. 


‘Nothing but a very dusty street,” fy the image a little. I rough out my 


of fifty dollars an hour.” _ this talking, which you forget. 


look out and tell what he  versation roll them as the surf 


pebbles on the shore. Let me 


= Besides, there is another thing about 


It shapes 


rolls the 


modi- 





} 
tne 


did 
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thoughts in talk as an artist models in 


clay. Spoken language is so plastic,— 
you can pat and coax, and spread and 


shave, and rub out, and fill up, and stick 
on so easily, when you work that soft 
material, that there is nothing like it for 
modelling. Out of it come the shapes 
which you turn into marble or bronze in 
your: immortal books, if you happen to 
Or, to use another illustra- 


tion, writing or printing is like shooting 


write such. 


with a rifle; you may hit your reader’s 


mind, or miss it;—but talking is like 
playing at a mark with the pipe of an en- 
gine; if it is within reach, and you have 


time enough, you can’t help hitting it.” 
The company agreed that this last il- 

lustration was of superior excellence, or, 

in the phrase used by them, “ Fust-rate.” 


1 the 


gently rebuked the expression. 


I acknowledge 


compliment, but 
“ Fust- 
rate,” “ prime,” article,” “a 


perior piece 


‘a prim 


su- 
of goods,” “a handsome 
carment.” “a vent i flowered vest.”-— 
ga ment, a gent in a howeret est, 

They 


her who ut- 


all such expressions are final. 
blast 
ters them, for generations up and down. 
There is ] 


phrase 
soon 


the lineage of him o1 


one other which will 


decisive of a 


not alr 


to be 


come 


social status, if it is eady 
tells the whole story.” It is an expres- 
sion which vulgar and conceited people 


particularly affect, and which well-mean- 
ing ones, who know better, catch from 
them. 
like the previous question in the General 
Court. Only it don’t; 


“that” does not usually tell the whole, 


1 
pate, 


It is intended to stop all de 


simply because 
nor one half of the whole 

-— hh 
our people have had a professional edu- 


a doctor a man must 


story. 


is an odd idea, that almost all 





eation. To become 


study some three years and hear a thou- 


sand lectures, more or less. Just how 


much study it takes to make a lawyer I 
cannot say, but probably not more than 
this. 


hundred lectures or sermons (discourses) 


Now most decent people hear one 


on theology every vear,—and this, twenty, 


thirty, fifty years together. They read 


a great many religious books besides. 


The clergy, however, rarely hear any 


i 
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sermons except what they preach them- 
selves. A dull preacher might be con- 
ceived, therefore, to lapse into a state of 
want of 
And on the other 


hand, an attentive and intelligent hearer, 


quasi heathenism, simply for 


religious instruction. 


listening to a succession of wise teachers, 
might become actually better educated in 
theology than any one of them. We are 
all theological students, and more of us 
qualified as doctors of divinity than have 
received degrees at any of the universi- 
ties. 
It is not strange, therefore, that very 
good people should often find it difficult, 
if not impossible, to keep their attention 
fixed upon a sermon treating feebly a 
subject which they have thought vigor- 


ously about for years, and heard able 





men discuss scores of es. I have 
often noticed, howeve r. that a hope le ssly 
dull discourse acts inductively, as electri- 
cians would say, in developine strong 


I am ashamed to think 


with what accompaniments and variati 


mental currents. 
ons 
I have sometimes followed 


| 


speake 


and foruure 


the droning of a heavy r,—not 


willingly,—for my habit is reverential,— 
but as a necessary result of a slight con- 
ti uous impression on the senses and the 
} 





mind, which kept both in action without 


se 


furnishing the food they required to work 


upon. If you ever saw a crow with a 
king-bird after him, you wil 


get an 


image of a dull speaker and a lively 
bird in Sadie 


his str 


listener. The plumage 
flaps heavil 


course, W hile 


y along iol t-forward 





sails round him, 


the other 


over him, under him, leaves him, 


comes 


back again, tweaks out a black feather, 


shoots away once more, never losing 


sight of him, and finallv reaches the 


crow’s perch at the same time the crow 
does, having cut a perfect labyrinth of 
irals the 


loops and knots and sp while 


slow fowl was painfully working from one 
| ; 
end of his straight line to the other. 

. I think these 


A temporary 


remarks were received 


rather coolly. boarder trom 


the country, consisting of a somewhat 
middle-aged 


parchment forehead and a dry little “ fri- 


more than female, with a 
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sette ” shingling it, a sallow neck with a 
necklace of gold beads, a black dress 
too rusty tor recent Orie f, and contours 





in basso-rilievo, left the table prema- 
have been 


I said. Sol 


my good old minister, and re- 


turely, and was reported to 


very virulent about what 


went to 
' 
remarks, as nearly as I could 


pe ited the 


remember them, to him. He laughed 
good-naturedly, and said there was con- 


siderable truth in 


1) 
he could tell 


He 


when people’s minds were 


them. thought 





I 

wandering, by their looks. In the earlier 
years of his ministry he had sometimes 
noticed this, when he preaching ; 
very little of late y Sometimes, 
wi 1 his coll iwue Was prea hing he 
observed this kind of inattention; but 
after a was not so very unnatural. 

wil by the way, that it is a rule 

have long followed, to tell my worst 





thoughts to my minister, and my best 


I talk 


young 


} 
pe opie 





with. | 

I iterary confes- 
sion now nobody has 
mad elo m¢ You know very wi ll 
that I write verses sometimes, because 


I have read some of them at this table. 


(The company assented,—two or three 

of them in a resigned sort of way, as I 

thought, as if they supposed I had an 
) 


ket, and was going to read 


half a dozen books or so for their benefit.) 
—I continued. Of course I 


lines or passages which are better than 


write some 





others; some 


which, compared with the 
others, might excel- 


g be called relatively 
lent. 


It is in the nature of things that I 
should consider these relatively excellent 
ood. So 


lines or passages as absolutely 


much must be pardoned to humanity. 
Now I never wrote a “ good ” line in 
but the 


written it seemed a hundred years old. 


my life, moment after it was 
Very commonly I had a sudden convic- 
Pos- 


sibly I may have sometimes unconsciously 


tion that I had seen it somewhere. 


stolen it, but I do not remember that I 

ever once detected any historical truth 

in these sudden convictions of the anti- 

quity of my new thought or phrase. I 
VOL. L 12 
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have learned utterly to distrust them, and 
never allow them to bully me out of a 
thought or line. 
This 
the number of 
} 1 


ished 


(Here 


the company was dimin- 


is the philosophy of it. 


by a small secession.) Any new 
formula which suddenly emerges in our 
1 


consciousness has its roots in long 


of thought; it ld when it 
first mak 


trains 
is virtually « 


+] 
earance among We 





+} , sntall 
growths ol intellect. 


Any crystalli 


our 


recognized 





ne group of musical words 











has had a long and still period to form 
in. Here is one theory. 

arger law which per- 
hese facts. It s this 
h ideas grow old 
in i di uo WwW 

— TY 
importance Phen 
up miraculously e 

1: } . 

value of diamonds, as they mere 
reat cala y, for in- 

’ 
the truobite 1 hour 
ned. It stains back- 
ward through all the leaves e have 
. i a . : 
turl i over in the | lift efore its 
blot of tears or of is ¢ on the 
page we art turning For this w seem 
to have lived; it was foreshadowed in 
dreams that we k aped out of in the 


» : =e i 
cold sweat of terror; in th * dissolving 


of dark day-visions; all omens 


pointed to it; ail paths led toit. <A 


views” 





ter 





the tossing half-forgetfulness of the first 


sleep that follows such an event, it 


comes upon us afresh, as a surprise, at 


old 


waking; in a few moments it is 
1in,—old as eternity. 

lI wish I had 
and there. | 
ter. The 


mourning dress, was looking at me, as I 





said all this then 
bet- 
her 


not 


might have known 


pale schoolmistress, in 
noticed, with a wild sort of expression. 
All at once the blood dropped out of 
her cheeks as the mercury drops from a 
broken barometer-tube, and she melted 
away from her seat like an image of 
could not have 


snow; a slung-shot 


brought her down better. God forgive 
me ! 
After this little episode, I continued, to 


some few that remained balancing tea- 
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spoons on the edges of cups, twirling 
knives, or tilting upon the hind legs of 
their chairs until their heads reached the 
wall, where they left gratuitous adver- 
tisements of 
ies. | 


When a person is suddenly thrust into 


various popular cosmet- 


any strange, new position of trial, he 
finds the place fits him as if he had been 
measured for it. He has committed a 
great crime, for instance, and is sent to 
the State Prison. The traditions, pre- 
scriptions, limitations, privileges, all the 
sharp conditions of his new life, stamp 
themselves upon his consciousness as the 
signet on soft wax ;—a single pressure is 
enough. Let me strengthen the image a 
little. Did you ever happen to see 
that most soft-spoken and velvet-handed 
steam-engine at the Mint? The smooth 
piston slides backward and forward as a 
lady might slip her delicate finger in and 
out of a ring. The engine lays one of 
its fingers calmly, but firmly, upon a bit 
of metal; itis a coin now, and will re- 
member that touch, and tell a new race 


about it, when the date upon it is crusted 





over with twenty centw 
that a great silent-moving misery puts a 
new stamp on us in an hour or a mo- 
ment,—as sharp an impression as if i 


had taken half a lifetime to engrave it. 


It is awful to be in the hands of tl 
wholesale pre fessional dealers in misf 
tune ; undertakers and j "s ma tize 





you in a moment, and you pass out of 
the individual life you were living into 


the rhythmical movements of thei: 





rible machinery. Do the worst thing 
you can, or suffer the worst that can be 
thought of, you find yourself in a cate- 
gory of humanity that stretches back as 
far as Cain, and with an expert at your 
HN ont 


beforehand, and is waiting for you with 


elbow that has studied your case a 


his implements of hemp or mahogany. 
I believe, if a man were to be burned in 
any of our cities to-morrow for heresy, 
there would be found a master of cere- 
monies that knew just how many fagots 
were necessary, and the best way of ar- 
ranging the whole matter. 


[ December, 


——So we have not won the Good- 
wood cup; au contraire, we were a “ bad 
fifth,” if not worse than that; and trying 
it again, and the third time, has not yet 
bettered the matter. Now I am as patri- 
otic as any of my fellow-citizens,—too 
patriotic in fact, for I have got into hot 
water by loving too much of my coun- 
try; in short, if any man, whose fighting 
weight is not more than eight stone four 
pounds, disputes it, I am ready to dis- 


cuss the point with him. I should have 


gloried to see the stars and stripes in 
front at the finish. I love my country, 
and I love horses. Stubbs’s old mezzo- 
tint of E 


Herring’s portrait of Plenipotentiary,— 





lipse hangs over my desk, and 


whom I saw run at Epsom,—over my 
fireplace. Did I not elope from school 
to see Revenge, and Prospect, and Little 
John, and Peacemaker run over the 
race-course where now yon suburban 
village flourishes, in the year eighteen 
hundred and ever-so-few? Though I 
never owned a horse, have I not been 
the proprietor of six equine females, of 
which one was the prettiest little “ Mor- 
cin” that ever stepped ? Listen, then, to 
an opinion I have often expressed long 
before this venture of ours in England. 
Horse-racing is not a republican institu- 
tion; horse-trotting is. Only very rich 
persons can keep race-horses, and every- 
body knows they are kept mainly ag 
gambling implements. All that matter 
about blood and speed we wont dis 
cuss; we understand all that; useful, 
very,—of course,—great obligations to 
the Godolphin “ Arabian,” and the rest. 
I say racing horses are essentially gam- 
bling implements, as much as roulette 


tables. 


Now I am not preaching at this 
moment ; I may read you one of my ser- 
mons some other morning; but I main- 
tain that cambling, on the great scale, is 
not republican. It belongs to two phases 
of society,—a cankered over-civilization, 
such as exists in rich aristocracies, and 
the reckless life of borderers and adven- 
turers, or the semi-barbarism of a civiliza- 
tion resolved into its primitive elements. 
Real republicanism is stern and severe ; 


~~ 











REP 








its essence is not in forms of government, 
but in the omnipotence of public opin- 
ion which grows out of it. This public 


opinion cannot prevent gambling with 
dice or stocks, but it can and does com- 
el it to keep comparatively quiet. But 
} | | 
\orse-racing is the most public way of 
Se cP hep eye 
rambling ; and with all its immense at- 


ractions to the sense and the feelings,— 
to which I plead very susceptible,—the 
disguise is too thin that covers it, and 
everybody knows what it means. Its 
supporters are the Southern gentry,—fine 
fellows, no doubt, but not republicans 
, as we understand the term,—a 


orthern millionnaires more or less 





ughly millioned, who do not repre- 


sent the real people, and the mob of 


sporting men, the best of whom are com- 
i rs, and the worst very bad 
née n to have near one in a crowd, 


or to meet in a dark alley. In Eng- 


land, on the other hand, with its aris- 








tocrati itutions, racing is a natural 
rT h « - the passion for it spreads 
lownwards through all classes, from the 
Q n to the costermonger. London is 
like a shelled corn-cob on the Derby 
day, and there is not a who could 

Rte ee 
raise the money to hire a saddie with 


. , . 
an old hack under 1 


on his office-stool the next day without 
Win 

Now just compare the racer with the 
trotter fora moment. The racer is in- 
cidentally useful, but essentially some- 
t gy to t yon, as much as the thim- 
ble-rigger’s “little joker.” The trotter 

essentially and daily useful, and only 
int ntally a tool for sporting men. 

What better reason do you want” for 


the fact that the racer is most cultivated 
nd reaches his greatest perfection in 
England, and that the ; 
America beat the world? And why 


should we have expected that the pick 
I I 





g horses of 


{ 


if it was the pick—of our few and far- 
between racing stables should beat the 
pick of England and France? Throw 
over the fallacious time-test, and there 
was nothing to show for it but a natural 


kind of patriotic feeling, which we all 






The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 179 


have, with a thoroughly provincial con- 
ceit, which some of us must plead guilty 
to. 

We may beat yet. As an American, 
I hope we shall. Asa moralist and oc- 
casional sermonizer, I am not so anxious 
about it. Wherever the trotting horse 
goes, he carries in his train brisk omni- 
buses, lively bakers’ carts, and therefore 
hot rolls, the jolly butcher’s wagon, the 


the wholesome afternoon 


cheerful ¢ 
drive with wife and child,—all the forms 
of moral excellence, except truth, which 
does not agree with any kind of horse- 
flesh. The racer brings with him gam- 
bling, cursing, swearing, drinking, the 
eating of oysters, and a distaste for mob- 
caps and the middle-aged virtues. 

And by the way, let me beg you not 
to call a trotting match a race, and not 
to speak of a “thorough-bred” as a 


“ blooded” horse, unless he has been re- 


cently phlebotomized. I consent to your 





saying “ blood horse,” if you lik Also, 
if, next year, we send out Posterior and 


Posterioress, the winners of the great 


national four-mile race in 7 18}, and 


l 
they happen to get beaten, pay your 
bets, and behave like men and gentle- 
& 5% oe ad 1 
men about it, if you know how. 


i feit a great deal better after blow- 
ing off the ill-temper condensed in the 
above pi ragraph. To- brag little.-—to 
show well,—to crow gently, if in luck,— 
to pay up, to own up, and to shut up, 
if beaten, are the virtues of a sporting 
man, and I can’t say that I think we 


have shown them in 





of late.] 
= Apropos « f horses. Do vou know 
I b 
how important good jockeying is to au- 


thors? Judicious management; letting 





} L 1° . . 4 
the public see your animal just eno igh, 


and not too much; holding him up hard 
when the market is too full of him; let- 
ting him out at just the right buying in- 
tervals; always gently feeling his mouth ; 
never slacking and never jerking the 
rein ;—this is what I mean by jockeying. 

——When an author has a number of 
books out, a cunning hand will keep 


them all spinning, as Signor Blitz does 
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his dinner-plates ; fetching each one up, 
as it begins to “ wabble,” by an adver- 
tisement, a puff, or a quotation. 





Whenever the extracts from a 
living writer begin to multiply fast in the 
papers, without obvious reason, there is a 
new book or a new edition coming. The 
extracts are ground-bait. 





Literary life is full of curious phe- 
nomena. I don’t know that there is any- 
thing more noticeable than what we may 
call conventional re putations. There is a 
tacit understanding in every community 
of men of letters that they will not dis- 
turb the popular fallacy respecting this 
or that electro-gilded celebrity. There 
are various reasons for this forbearance: 
one is old; one is rich; one is good-na- 
tured; one is such a favorite with the 
pit that it would not be safe to hiss him 
from the manager’s box. The venerable 
augurs of the literary or scientific temple 
may smile faintly when one of the tribe 
is mentioned; but the farce is in general 
kept up as well as the Chinese comic 
scene of entreating and imploring a man 
to stay with you, with the implied com- 
pact between you that he shall by no 
means think of doing it. A poor wretch 
he must be who would wantonly sit down 
on one of these bandbox reputations. 
A Prince-Rupert’s-drop, which is a tear 
of unannealed -glass, lasts indefinitely, 
if you keep it from meddling hands; 
but break its tail off, and it explodes 
and resolves itself into powder. These 
celebrities I speak of are the Prince- 
Rupert’s-drops of the learned and _ polite 
world. See how the papers treat them! 
What an array of pleasant kaleidoscopic 
phrases, that can be arranged in ever so 
many charming patterns, is at their ser- 
vice! How kind the “ Critical Notices” 
—where small authorship comes to pick 
up chips of praise, fragrant, sugary, and 
sappy—always are to them! Well, life 
would be nothing without paper-credit 
and other fictions; so let them pass cur- 
rent. Don’t steal their chips; don’t 
puncture their swimming-bladders ; don’t 
come down on their pasteboard boxes; 
don’t break the ends of their brittle and 
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unstable reputations, you fellows who all 
feel sure that your names will be house- 
hold words a thousand years from now. 

“A thousand years is a good while,” 
said the old gentleman who sits opposite, 
thoughtfully. 

—wWhere have I been for the last 
three or four days? Down at the Island, 
deer-shooting.—How many did I bag? I 
brought home one buck shot.—The Island 
is where? No matter. It is the most 
splendid domain that any man looks up- 
on in these latitudes. Blue sea around it, 
and running up into its heart, so that the 
little boat slumbers like a haby in lap, 
while the tall ships are stripping naked 
to fight the hurricane outside, and storm- 
stay-sails banging and flying in ribbons. 
Trees, in stretches of miles ; beeches, 
oaks, most numerous ;—many of them 
hung with moss, looking like bearded 
Druids; some coiled in the clasp of huge, 
dark-stemmed grape-vines. Open pateli- 
es where the sun gets in and goes to sk ep, 
and the winds come so finely sifted that 
they are as soft as swan’s down. Rocks 
scattered about,—Stonele nge-like mon- 
oliths. Fresh-water lakes; one of them, 
Mary’s lake, crystal-clear, full of flash- 
ing pickerel lying under the lily-pads 
like tigers in the jungle. Six pounds of 


ditto one morning for breakfast. EGo 


fecit. 


The divinity-student looked as if he 
would like to question my Latin. No, 
sir, I said,—you need not trouble your- 
self. There is a higher law in grammar, 
not to be put down by Andrews and 
Stoddard. Then I went on. 

Such hospitality as that island has 
seen there has not been the like of in 
these our New England sovereignties. 
There is nothing in the shape of kind- 
ness and courtesy that can make life 
beautiful, which has not found its home 
in that ocean-principality. It has wel- 
comed all who were worthy of welcome, 
from the pale clergyman who came to 
breathe the sea-air with its medicinal 
salt and iodine, to the great statesman 
who turned his back on the affairs of 
empire, and smoothed his Olympian fore- 
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5 
i head, and flash« d his white teeth in mer- 
riment over the long table, where his 
wit was the keenest and his story the 
f 
' 
‘ ; ' 
j like in 
I talked just so; but the fact is, in re- 
porting one’s conve sation, one cannot 
: help Bila it up more or less, iron- 
it crumpled paragraphs, starching 
1p ones, and crimping and plaiting a 
little sometimes ; it is as natural as prink- 
ing al the looking-glass. | 
_ How can a man help writing poe- 
ye try in such a place? Everybody does 
write poetry that goes there. In the state 
archives, kept in the library of the Lord 
of the Isle, are whole volumes of unpub- 
' lished verse,—some by well-known hands, 
and others, quite as good, by the last peo- 
ple you would think of as versifiers,— 
men ho could pension off all the venu- 
ine poets in the country, and buy ten 
-e acres of B ston common, if it was for sale, 
with what they had left. Of course I had 
to writ ny little « opy of verses with the 
rest; here it is, if you will hear me read 
it. When the sun is in the west, ves- 
sels sailing in an easterly direction look 
bright or d ark to one who observes the m 
from the north or south, according to the 
tack they are sailing upon. Watching 
a] them from one of the windows of the 


great mansion, I saw these perpetual 


changes, and moralized thus :— 





As I rom the i er its I vs of 
' 
T s of foam-« ed blue, 








As t iaff in the stroke of the flail; 
Now white as the sea-gull, she flies on her 


The sun gleaming bright on her sail. 





Yet her pilot is thinking of dangers to shun,— 
Of breakers that whiten and roar; 


ures, if in shadow or sun 





the shore! 





see him that gaze fr 


ks to the beacon that looms from the 








ck that is under his lee, 
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ke a wind-wafted 














As he drifts on the blast, lik 
0 t ilfs desolate sea 
I e drif re to the d vaulted caves 
Where life and its ventures are laid, 
I eam who gaze while we battle the 
yaves 
M Y 
¥ ‘ thoug r shadow 
W . id sail as before 
And stand by the rudder that governs the 
k 


Nor ask how we look from the shore 


——Insanity is often the logic of an 
accurate mind overtasked. Good mental 
machinery ought to break its own wheels 
and levers, if anything is thrust among 
them suddenly which tends to stop them 
or reverse their motion. A weak mind 
does not accumulate force enough to 
hurt itself; stupidity often saves a man 
from going mad. We frequently see 
persons in insane hospitals, sent there in 
consequence of what are called religious 
mental disturbances. I confess that I 
think better of them than of many who 
hold the same notions, and keep their 


wits and 





appear to enjoy 


very well, 
outside of the asylums. Any decent per- 
son ought to go mad, if he really holds 
such or such opinions. It is very much to 
his discredit in every point ‘of view, if he 
does not. What is the use of my saying 
what some of these opinions are? Per- 
haps more than one of you hold such as 
I should think ought to send you straight 
over to Somerville, if you have any logic 
in your heads or any human feeling in 
your hearts. Anything that is brutal, 
cruel, heathenish, that makes life hopeless 
for the most of mankind and perhaps for 
entire races,—anything that assumes the 
necessity of the extermination of instincts 
which were given to be reculated,—no 
matter by what name you call it,—no 
matter whether a fakir, or a monk, or 
a deacon believes it.—if received, ought 
to produce insanity in every well-regu- 
lated mind. That condition becomes a 
normal one, under the circumstances. I 


am very much ashamed of some people 





——— oe 


—— 
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for retaining their reason, when they 
know perfectly well that if they were not 
the most stupid or the most selfish of 
human beings, they would become non- 
compotes at once. 

[ Nobody understood this but the theo- 
and the 
They looked intelligently at each other; 


logical student schoolmistress. 


but whether they were thinking about 


my paradox or not, I am not clear.— 


It would be natural enough. Stranger 
things have happened. Love and Death 
enter boarding-houses without asking the 
price of board, or whether there is room 
for them. Alas, these young people are 
Love should be both 
rich and rosy, but must be either rich or 
Talk about milit ry duty ! What 


is that to the warfare of a married maid- 


poor and pallid! 
rosy. 
of-all-work, with the title of mistress, and 
an American female constitution, which 
collapses just in the middle third of life, 
India-rubber, 


through the peri l 


and comes out vulcanized 


if it happen to liv 


when health and strength are most want- 


ed ?] 
——Have I ever acted in private the- 


atricals ? Often. I have played the part 


” before a creat 


than I 
[ did not wear a 


of the “ Poor Gentleman, 


many audi ‘s,—more, I trust, 





shall ever face again. 


stage-costume, nor a wig, nor mousta- 


ches of burnt cork ; but I was placarded 
and announced as a public performer, 
and at the proper hour I came forward 
with the ballet-daneer’s smile upon my 
and bow and 


countenance, made my 


acted my part. I have seen my name 
stuck up in letters so big that I was 
ashamed to show myself in the place by 
daylight. I have gone to a town witha 
sober literary essay in my pocket, and 
seen myself everywhere announced as 
the most despe rate of buffos,—one who 
was obliged to restrain himself in the full 
exercise of his powers, from prudential 
considerations. I have been through as 
many hardships as Ulysses, in the pur- 
I have 
travelled in cars until the conductors all 
I have run off 
the rails, and stuck all night in snow- 


suit of my histrionic vocation. 


knew me like a brother. 
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drifts, and sat behind females that would 
have the window open when one could 
not wink without his eyelids freezing 
together. Perhaps I shall give you some 
of my experiences one of these days ;- -] 
will not now, for I have something else 
for you. 

Private theatricals, as I bave figured 


in them in country lyceum-halls, are one 


thing,—and private theatricals, as they 
may be seen in certain gilded and fres- 
coed saloons of our metropolis, are an- 


other. Yes, 


gentle men and ladies, who do not think it 


it is pleasant to see real 


necessary to mouth, and rant, and stride, 
like most of our stage heroes and hero- 
show off 


all to 


ines, in the characters which 


their graces and talents; most of 


unrouged, unspoiled, high- 





bred young maiden, with a lithe figure, 


and a pleasant voice, acting in those 


love-dramas that make 1 


to le ” »k 


s young again 


upon, when and 
beauty will play them for 1 
——Of course I wrote the prolos 
was asked to write. I did not see the 
p! iv, though. I knew there was a young 


and that somebody 


lady in it, was in love 
love with him, 


I believe) 


with her, and she was in 
and 


wanted to interfere, and, 


ody (an old tutor, 





some 


‘ ‘ 
the youne lady was too sharp for him. 
The play of course ends charmingly ; 


there is a general reconciliation, and 


1] 


all concerned form a line and take each 


others’ hands, as people always do after 





th« y have made up their quarrels,—and 


then the falls, i 


il 
l 
curtain f it does not 


] 


stick, as it commonly does at private 


theatrical exhibitions, in which ease a 
boy is detailed to pull it down, which he 
does, blushing violently. 

Now, then, for my prologue. I am not 
going to change my czsuras and caden- 
ces for anybody; so if you do not like 
the heroic, or iambic trimeter brachy- 
catalectic, you had better not wait to 
hear it. 

THIS IS IT. 
A Prologue? 
know ;— 


I have my doubts. 


Well, of course the 


No matter,—here we g 





a 


wire,— 


Woman’s swift instinct threads the e 


tric 


me sends the 
improvement Who was that 
| wanted Burns to alter 
so as to lengthen the 


a little 


to a 


comli 


I understcod that it was to 





Te ee 


WIS eee 


<en 





184 


be a festive and convivial occasion, and 
ordered myself accordingly. It seems 
the president of the day was what is 
called a “ teetotaller.” 
from him in the following words, contain- 


I received a note 


ing the copy subjoined, with the emen- 

dations annexed to it. 
“Dear Sir,—Your poem gives good 

satisfaction to the committee. The senti- 


ments expressed with reference to liquor 


HERE IT IS——WITH THE 


Come! fill 


logwood 
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a fresh bumper,—for why sh 
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are not, however, those generally enter- 
tained by this community. I have there- 
fore consulted the clergyman of this 
place, who has made some slight changes, 
which he thinks will remove all objec- 
tions, and keep the valuable portions of 
the poem. Please to inform me of your 


charge for said poem. Our means are 
limited, etc., ete., ete. 


“ Yours with respect.” 


SLIGHT ALTERATIONS! 


uld we go 


While the meets still reddens our cups as they flow? 


decoction 


Pour out the stet-—tiees still bright with the sun, 
dye-stuff 
Till o’er the brimmed crystal the #4 shall run. 





half-ripened apples 


The paepic-clobed ehistess their life-dews have bled; 


taste 
How sweet is the 
rank poison 


For summer’s 6 





beeath of the 


reees lie hid in the 


stable-t 


sugar « 





ae 
mines!!! 
ae 


oys smoking long-nines 


, J 1 } +t 2 1} ‘ ents 
meidons ho tansledthrench—+he vines 


scoff sneer 
da tes, and a eheer, 
d ratsbane and beer 

Se ! 
nom —o"t - 








, With the 





pantry, in attic, i 


tyrant that m 





asters us al 





t ‘ 3 
The company said I had been shabbily 
treated, and advised me to charge the 
But as 
I never got my pay, I don’t know that it 
made difference. I 
particular person about having all I 


committee double,—which I did. 


much am a very 


write printed as I write it. I require to 
see a proof, a revise, a re-revise, and a 
double re-revise, or fourth-proof rectified 
impression of all my productions, espe- 
cially verse. 
Why, I was reading some lines 


Manuscripts are such puz- 
zles! 
near the end of the last number of this 
journal, when I came across one begin- 
ning 

“ The stream flashes by,’’-—— 


Now as no streara had been mentioned, 


I was perplexed to know what it meant. 
It proved, on inquiry, to be only a mis- 
Think of it! No 


wonder so many poets die young. 


print for “dream.” 


I have nothing more to report at this 
tinie, except two pieces of advice I gave 
to the young women at table. One re- 
lates to a vulgarism_ of language, which I 
grieve to say is sometimes heard even 
from female lips.. The other is of more 
serious purport, and applies to such as 
contemplate a change of condition,— 
matrimony, in fact. 

—The woman who “ cale’lates ” is lost. 

—Put not your trust in money, but put 
your money in trust. 
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THOMAS CARLYLE. 


Tuomas CARLYLE is a name which 
no man of this generation should 
for it belon 
one of the high-priests of modern litera- 


pro- 


without respect ; 


nouncs gs to 
ture, to whom all contemporary minds 
are indebted, and by whose intellect 
and 
has been established in the realm of let- 
ters. It 


either the present value or the 


influence a new spiritual cultus 


is yet impossible to estimate 
remote 
issues of the work which he has accom- 
plished. We see that a 
all the departments of thought, feeling, 


revolution in 


and literary enterprise has been silently 
achieved amongst us, but we are yet ig- 
norant of its full bearing, and of the final 
goal to which it is hurrying us. One 
thing, however, is clear respecting it: 
that it was not forced in the hot-bed of 
any possible fanaticism, but that it grew 
fairly out of the soil, a genuine product 
of the time and its circumstances. It was, 
indeed, a new manifestation of the hid- 
den forces and vitalities of what we call 
Protestantism,—an assertion by the liv- 
ing soul of its right to be heard once 
more in a world which seemed to ignore 
its existence, and had set up a ghastly 
skeleton of dry bones for its oracle and 
God. It was that 
health, earnestness, 
deavor which Kreeshna speaks of in the 
Hindoo “ Whenever and 
corruption have sapped the foundations 
of the lost their 
good and evil, I, Kreeshna, 


necessary return to 


and virtuous en- 


Geeta: vice 


world, and men have 
sense of 
make myself manifest for the restoration 
of order, and the establishment of jus- 
tice, And so 


literary which we are 


virtue, and piety.” this 
revolution, of 
speaking, brought us from frivolity to 


all the 


dire negations which it engenders, to a 


earnestness, from unbelief and 
sublime faith in human duty and the 
providence of God. 

We have no room here to trace either 
the foreign or the native influences which, 
operating as antagonism or as inspiration 


of Coleridge, 


and others, produced finally the 


upon the minds Carlyle, 


great 
and memorable results. It is but justice, 
however, to recogni Coleridge as the 





pioneer of the new era. His fine meta- 
physical intellect and grand imagination, 
nurtured 


schools of philosophy and theology, re- 


and matured in the German 
produced the speculations of their great 
thinkers in a form and coloring which 
attractive to all 
ig and sincere minds in England. 
The French Revolution and the Ency- 
had the 
ground for the reception of new thought 
Hence Coleridge, as 
writer and speaker, drew towards his 


could not fail to be 
| 


Seek! 


clopedists already prepared 


and revelation. 
centre all the young and ardent men of 
his time, tl sub- 
Carlyle, 
however, does not seem to have profited 
by the 


master ; 


—and among otners, the 


ject of the present article. 
much spoken discourses of the 
and in his “ Life of Sterling” he 
gives an exceedingly 


and 


meetings at 


graphic, cynical, 


account of the oracular 


Highgate, wl ere 


losopher sat in his great ea 


amusing 


the phi- 





-chair, sur- 





rounded by his disciples and devotees, 
amid floods of 


mystic eloquence, those 


uttering, unintelligible, 
radiant thoughts 
which warrant his 


nius, if not to greatness. It 


and startling truths 
claim to g 
is curious to observe how at this early 
period of Carlyle’s life, when all the 
talent and learning of England bowed 


at these levees before the o 


rigantic spec- 
ulator and dreamer, he, perhaps alone, 
stood aloof from the motley throng of 
worshippers,— wilh not of 


them,—coolly analyzing every sentence 


them, but 


delivered by the oracle, and sufficiently 
learned in the divine lore to separate 
the gold from the What was 
good and productive he was ready to 


dross. 


recognize and assimilate; leaving the 
opium pomps and splendors of the dis- 
course, and all the Oriental imagery 
with which the speaker decorated his 
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bathos, to those who could find profit 
therein. It is still more curious and 
sorrowful to see this great Coleridge, en- 
dowed with such high gifts, of so various 
learning, and possessing so marvellous 
and plastic a power over all the forms 
of language, forsaking the true for the 
false inspiration, and relying upon a 
vile drug to stimulate his large and lazy 
intellect into action. Carlyle seems to 
have regarded him at this period as a 
sort of fallen demigod; and although he 
sneers, with an almost Mephistophelean 
distortion of visage, at the philosopher’s 
half inarticulate drawling of speech, at 
his snuffy, nasal utterance of the ever- 
recurring “omnject” and “ sumnje ct,” yet 
gleams of sympathy and affection, not 
unmixed with sorrow, appear here and 
there in what he says concerning him. 
And indeed, although the immense fame 
of Coleridge is scarcely warranted by his 
printed performances, he was, neverthe- 
less, worthy both of affection and hom- 


age. For whilst we pity weakness 





and disease of his moral nature, under 





the influence of that dar! 
enchar 


and terribly 


ting weed, we cannot forget either 





his personal amiabilities or the great ser- 

vice which he rendered to letters and to 

society. Carlyle himself would be the 

last man to deny this laurel to the brows 

of “the poet, the philosopher, and the 

divine,” as Charles Lamb calls him; and 
} 





it is certain that the thinking of Cole- 
ridge helped to fashion Carlyle’s mind, 
and not unlikely that it directed him to 
a profounder study of German writers 
than he had hitherto given to them. 
Coleridge had already formed a school 
both of divinity and philosophy. He 
had his disciples, as well as those far- 
off gazers who looked upon him with 
amazement and trembling, not knowing 
what to make of the phenome non, or 
whether to regard him as friend or foe 
to the old dispensation and the estab- 
lished order of things. He had written 
books and poems, preached Unitarian 
sermons, recanted, and preached philoso- 
phy and Church-of-Englandism. To the 
dazzled eyes of all ordinary mortals, con- 
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tent to chew the cud of parish sermons, 
and swallow, Sunday after Sunday, the 
articles of comraon belief, he seemed an 
eccentric comet. But a better astrono- 
my recognized him as a fixed star, for 
he was unmistakable by that fitting Few 
whose verdict is both history and immor- 
tality. 

But a greater than Coleridge, destined 
to assume a more commanding position, 
and exercise a still wider power over the 
minds of his age, arose in Thomas Car- 
lyle. The son of a Scotch farmer, he had 
in his youth a hard student’s life of it, 


and many severe struggles to win the 





education which is the groundwork of 
his greatness. His father was a man of 
keen penetr ition, who saw into the heart 
of things, and possessed such strong intel- 
lect and st rling common sense that the 
country people said “he always hit the 
nail on the head and clinched it.” His 
mother was a good, pious woman, who 
loved the Bible, and Luther’s “ Table 
Talk,” and 


] 


and sincer 
Father. C 
religion of his fathers and his country; 


and it is easy to see in his writings how 


Luther, — walking humbly 


ly before God, her Heave nly 





lyle was brought up in the 


deep a root this solemn and earnest be- 
lief had struck down into his mind and 
character. He readily confesses how 
much he owes to his mother’s early 
teaching, to her beautiful and beneficent 
example of goodness and holiness; and 
he ever speaks of her with affection and 
reverence. We once saw him at a 
friend’s house take up a folio edition of 
the “ Table Talk” alluded to, and turn 
over the pages with a gentle and loving 
hand, reading here and there his moth- 
er’s favorite passages,—now speaking 
of the great historic value of the book, 
and again of its more private value, as 
his mother’s constant companion and sol- 
ace. It was touching to see this pitiless 
intellect, which had bruised and broken 
the idols of so many faiths, to which 
Luther himself was recommended only 
by his bravery and self-reliance and 
the grandeur of his aims,—it was touch- 


ing, we say, and suggestive also of many 
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things, to behold the strong, stern man 
paying homage to language whose spirit 
was dead to him, out of pure love for his 
dear mother, and veneration also for the 
‘eat heart in which that spirit was once 
alive that fought so grand and terrible a 
battle. Carlyle likes to talk of Luther, 
and, as his “ Hero-W orship ” shows, 
loves his character. A great, fiery, 
ladiator, with something of 


bully in him—as what controversi: 





has not, from Luther to Era 
Milton, to Carlyle himself ? 

image-breaker, imy 
but higher and nobler than he, with the 





jlacable as Cromwell, 


tenderness of a woman in his inmost 
heart, full of music, and ¢] ry, and spirit- 
hi oh 


sper 
i 


genuine 


attles only, but con- 











quests; and all his highest, best, and 
gentlest thoughts robed in the divine 
garments of religion and poetry ;—such 
v Lutl id as such ( delights 
to behold hi Are th akin ? 
Wi edly think ) e blood 

S aristoc! y retuses 1 mix with 
tha irls and bas ls, and flows 
pure and uncontaminated from century 
to century, descending in all its richness 
and vigor from Piromis to Piromis. The 


ancient philosopher knew this secret well 
enough when he said a Parthian and a 
Libyan might be re late 1, although they 
had no common parental blood ; and that 
a man is not necessarily my brother be- 


is born of the same womb. 


caust ] 


We find that Carlyle in his student- 





l manifested many of those strong 
moral characteristics which are the attri- 
butes of all his heroes. An indomitable 
courage and persistency meet us every- 
where in his pages,—persistency, and also 
careful painstaking, and patience in sift- 
ing facts and gathering results. He dis- 
ciplined himself to this end in early 
youth, and never allowed any study or 
work to conquer him. Speaking to us 
once in private upon the necessity of 
persevering effort in order to any kind 
of success in life, he said, “ When I 
was a student, I resolved to make my- 
self master of Newton’s ‘ Principia,’ and 
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although I had not at that time knowl- 


enough of mathematics to make 





eage 





the task other than a Hercules-labor 
to me, yet I read and wrought un- 
ceasingly, through all obstructions and 
difficulties, until I had accomplished it; 
and no Tamerlane conqueror ever felt 


half so happy as I did when the ter- 





rible book lay subdued and vanquished 





before me.” This trifling anecdote is a 
Key to Carlyle’s character. To achieve 
his object, he exhausts all the means with- 
in his command; never shuffles through 
his work, but does it faithfully and sin- 
cerely, with a man’s heart and hand. 
This outward sincerity in the conduct of 
is executive faculty has its counterpart 
he inmost recesses of his nature. We 

lsehood are im- 
id our faith in 








y is perfect and absolute. 

Herein lies his power; and here also lies 

the power of all men who have ever 

moved the world. For it is in the nature 
: oP vie 


and flies off into in- 





and nothingness. It is by the 





1al virtue of sincerity alone—the 
truthfulness of deed to thought, of ef- 


fect to cause—that man and nature are 


sustained. God is truth; and he who is 
most faithful to truth is not only likest 
to God, but is made a participator in the 
divine nature. For without truth there 
is neither power, vitality, nor perma- 
nence. 

Carlyle was fortunate that he was 
comparatively poor, and never tempted, 
therefore, as a student, to dissipate his fine 
talents in the gay pursuits of university 


life. Not that there would have been 





any likelihood of his running into the 
excesses of ordinary students, but we 
are pleased and thankful to reflect that 
he suffered no kind of loss or harm in 
It is one of 
the many consolations of poverty that it 


those days of his novitiate. 


protects young men from snares and 
vices to which the rich are exposed ; and 
our poor student in his garret was pre- 
served faithful to his vocation, and laid 
up day by day those stores of knowledge, 
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experience, and heavenly wisdom which 
he has since turned to so good account. 
It would be deeply interesting, if we 
could learn the exact position of Car- 
lyle’s mind at this time, with respect to 
those profound problems of human na- 
ture and destiny which have occupied the 
greatest men in all ages, ceaselessly and 
pertinaciously urging their dark and 
solemn questions, and refusing to de- 
part until their riddles were in some 
sort solved. That Carlyle was haunted 
by these questions, and by the pitiless 
Sphinx herself who guards the portals 
of life and death,—that he had to meet 
her face to face, staring at him with her 
stony, passionless eyes,—that he had to 
grapple and struggle with her for victory, 
—there are proofs abundant in his writ- 
ings. The details of the struggle, how- 
ever, are not given us; it is the result 
only that we know. But it is evident that 
the progress of his mind from the bog- 
region of orthodoxy to the high realms 
of thought and faith was a slow proceed- 
ing,—not rolled onward as with the char- 
iot-wheels of a fierce and sudden revo- 
lution, but gradually developed in a long 
series of births, growths, and deaths. 
The theological phraseology sticks to 
him, indeed, even to the present time, 
althongh he puts it to new uses; and it 
acquires in his hands a power and sig- 
nificance which it possessed only when, 
of old, it was representative of the di- 
vine. 

Carlyle was matured in solitude. Em- 
erson found him, in the year 1833, on the 
occasion of his first visit to England, liv- 
ing at Craigenputtock, a farm in Niths- 
dale, far away from all civilization, and 
“no one to talk to but the minister of 
the parish.” He, good man, could make 
but little of his solitary friend, and must 
many a time have been startled out 
of his canonicals by the strange, alien 
speeches which he heard. It is a pity 
that this minister had not had some of 
the Boswell faculty in him, that he might 
have reported what we should all be so 
glad to hear. Over that period of his 
life, however, the curtain falls at present, 
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to be lifted only, if ever, by Carlyle him- 
self. Through the want of companion- 


ship, he fell back naturally upon books 
and his own thoughts. Here he wrote 
some of his finest critical essays for the 
reviews, and that “rag of a book,” as 
he calls it, the “ Life of Schiller.” The 
essays show a catholic, but conserva- 
tive spirit, and are full of deep thought. 
They exhibit also a profoundly philo- 
sophical mind, and a power of analysis 
which is almost unique in letters. They 
are pervaded likewise by an earnestness 
and solemnity which are perfectly He- 
braic ; and each performance is present- 
ed in a style decorated with all the 
costly jewels of imagination and fancy, 
—a style of far purer and more genuine 
English than any of his subsequent writ- 
ings, which are often marred, indeed, by 
gross exaggerations, and still grosser vio- 
lations of good taste and the chastities of 
language. What made these writings, 
however, so notable at the time, and so 
memorable since, was that sincerity and 
deep religious feeling of the writer which 
we have already alluded to. Here were 
new elements introduced into the cur- 
rent literature, destined to revivify it, 
and to propagate themselves, as by semi- 
nal vitality, in myriad minds and forms. 
These utterances were both prophetic 
and creative, and took all sincere minds 
captive. Dry and arid in comparison 
as Egyptian deserts, lay all around him 
living waters flowed through them; all 
was sand, and parch, and darkness. The 


the writings of his contemporaries. No 


contrast was immense: a living soul and 
a dead corpse! Since the era of the Com- 
monwealth, — the holy, learned, intellee- 
tual, and earnest age of Taylor, Bar- 
row, Milton, Fuller,—no such pen of 
fire had wrought its miracles amongst us. 
Writers spoke from the intellect, believed 
in the intellect, and divorced it from the 
soul and the moral nature. Science, his- 
tory, ethics, religion, whenever treated of 
in literary form, were mechanized, and 
shone not with any spiritual illumination. 
There was abundance of lawyer-like abil- 
ity,—but of genius, and its accompany- 


oan ee. 
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ing divine afflatus, little. Carlyle is full 


of genius; and this is evidenced not only 


by the fine aroma of his language, but 
by the depths of his insight, his won- 


drous hi 


istorical pictures, 
events, and 


single 


truths 


living cartoons 


of persons, 


epochs, which he 


ints often in sentences,—and the 


rich mosaic of with which every 


of his writings is inlaid. 





That German literature, with which 
at this time Carlyle had been more or 
less acquainted for ten years, had done 
much to foster and develope his genius 
there can be no doubt; although the 
book which first created a storm in his 
mind, and awoke him to the conscious- 
ness of his own abundant faculty, was 
the “ Confessions” of Rousseau,—a fact 


which is well worthy of record and re- 


He spea 


Jacques with much sympathy 


membrance. ks subsequently of 


poor Jean 


and sorrow; not as the greatest man of 


} 


his time and country, but as the sincer- 


a smitten, struggling spirit,— 








“ An infant crying in the night, 
Al fant cryin rht 
And with no langua it a cry.” 
Rousseau, and his strange 
and wild, ardent eloquence, 
the transition to German literature was 
easy. Some one had told Carlyle that 


he would find i 
had so long 


—and he gladly le 


n this lit what he 


erature 


soucht truth and rest, 


irned the 
the 


after, 
language, 


himself to 


and addressed study of 
its masters; with what suecess all the 
world knows, for he has crafted their 
thoughts upon his own, and whoever 
now spe aks is more or ] ss consciously 


Who the 
ther 
not appear, and so far as he is concerned 
but the 
fact constitutes the grand epoch in Car- 
lyl 
that pe riod. 


impregnated by his influence. 
n does 


man was that sent Carlyle to 


it is of little moment to inquire ; 


’s life, and his true history dates from 


It was natural that he should be deep- 
ly moved on his introduction to German 
literature. He went to it with an open 
and receptive nature, and with an ear- 
nestness of purpose which could not 
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fail to be productive. Jean Paul, the 
beautiful !— the good man, and the wise 
teacher, with poetic stuff in him suffi- 


cient to have floated an argosy of mod- 


ern writers,—this great, imaginative Jean 
Paul was for a long time Carlyle’s idol, 
whom he reverently and affe ately 


studied. He has written a 





about him in his Miscellanies,” and 
we trace his influence not only in Car- 
lyle’s thought and sentiment, in the 
very form of their utterance. He was, 


indeed, warped by 
I } 


| riod, 
as he in- 


Rich- 


£ ig iuntic 


him, at one 
clear out of his orbit, and wrote 
The 


imagination, 





spired. dazz! r sunt ursts of 


ter’s howeve r its 
ving along in 


marches 


procession of imagery, mic 
from 


’ 1 
heaven to ¢ ti 


sublime and magnificent 


earth to heaven, from 
the 
of his manifold 


though they 


liment 
end 


capti vated 


array, symbolism, and embo 


ide as, ceased in the 


to enslave, 





him to 


th God’s a 


the 


’s mind; and ns from 





the thinkers who deal wi 


try, 


ome- 


and penetrate into abysses of 
nd his be- 
brother, does He- 
Schelling, or Schlegel, or Novalis 
hunts them all 


is needful to him, 


being,—to primordial Kant, a 


hemoth Fichte. 


cel, or 
but he 


escape 


down, 


his pursuit, 


and takes what 


out of them, as his Schiller is 


his king of 


trophy. 
singers, although he does not 
much admire his “ Phi losophic ‘al Let- 
ters,” « “ JEsthetic But 


modern man is the calm and 





wr his his 
grandest 


plastic Goethe, and the he ren- 





ho 
ders him is worthy of a better and a ho- 
idol. 
so far as it relates to his early days, is 
a bad book; and Wordsworth might well 
the “Wilhelm Meister,” that “it 


was full of all manner of fornication, 


lier Goethe’s Autobiography,” in 


say of 
like 
the crossing of flies in the air.” Goethe, 
however, is not to be judged by any frag- 
him, 
for he 


grasped 


mentary estimate of but as an intel- 


lectual whole ; represented the 
intellect, selfish 
and cosmical mind all the provinces cf 
thought, 
ernment, for purely intellectual purposes. 


and with his 


learning, art, science, and gov- 


This entrance into, and breaking up of, 
the minds of these distinguished persons 
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was, however, a fine discipline for Car- 


lyle, who is fully aware of its value; and 


whilst holding communion with these 


great men, who by their genius and 


insight seemed to apprehend the essen- 
tial truth of things at a glance, it is not 
wonderful that he should have been so 


his denunciations of the 


merciless im 


mere logic-ability of English writers, as 
he shows himself in the essays of that 
period. Logic, useful as it is, as a help 
to reasoning, is but the dead body of 


Novalis 


has no place in the 


thought, as designates it, and 


inspired regions 


where the prophets and the bards re- 
side. 


Carlyle’s 
x 


had not 


«d its culminating point when Em- 


fame, however, 





rez 
erson visited him. The English are a 
slow, unimpressionable people, not given 
to hasty judgments, nor too much nor too 


sudden praise ; requiring first to take the 


true altitude of a man, to measure him 
by severe tests; often grudging him his 
proper and natural advantages and tal- 
ents, buffeting and abusing him in a 
merciless and sometimes an unreasoning 
and unreasonable manner, allowing him 


now and then, however, a sunbeam for 
his consolation, until at last they come to 
a settled understanding of him, and he is 
generously praised and abused into the 
This 
not the case, however, at present, with 
Carlyle ; for although he had the highest 


sanctuary of their worthies. was 


recognitions from some of those who con- 
stitute the flower and chivalry of Eng- 
land, he was far better known and more 
widely read in America than in his own 
country. Emerson, then a young man, 
with a great destiny before him, was 
attracted by his writings, and carried a 
letter of introduction to him at Craigen- 
puttock. 


a cliff-like brow; self-possessed, and hold- 


“ He was tall and gaunt, with 


ing his extraordinary powers of conver- 
sation in easy command; clinging to his 
northern accent with evident relish; full 
of lively anecdote, and with a streaming 
humor which floated everything he look- 
ed upon.” He is the same man, in his 
best moods, in the year 1857, as he was in 
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1833. 


slightly, is tall, and very little changed. 


His person, except that he stoops 


He is thinner, and the once ruddy hues 
of his cheek are dying away like faint 
streaks of light in the twilight sky of a 
summer evening. But he is strong and 


hearty on the whole; although the excite- 
ment of continuous writing keeps him in 
a perpetual fever, deramges his liver, and 
makes him at times acrid and savage as 
a sick giant. Hence his increased pug- 
nacity of late,—his flerceness, and angry 


hammeri 





ig of all things sacred and pro- 
It is but physical ] 


fane. and temporary, 
however, all this, and does not affect his 
healthy and serene moments. For no 
man lives who possesses greater kind- 
ness and affection, or more good, noble, 
All who know 


him love him, although they may have 


and humane qualities. 


much to pardon in him; not in a so- 


cial or 1 sense, however, but in an 
His talk is as 


: : 
ever,—perhaps richer ; 


morai 


rich as 


intellectual one. 
for his mind has 


increased its stores, and the old fire of 


geniality still burns in his great and lov- 
} 


heart. mversation is 


Perl 
better than his printed discourse. We 
ha: 
nea 


ing 





like it. It 
h: ] 


laa 


rd anything 


have never 





is all alive, as if each word a soul 
in it. 
How characteristic is all that Emerson 


English Traits” — 


a book, by the way, concerning wh 


tells us of him in his “ 
ich no 
adequate word has yet been spoken; the 
best book ever written upon England, 


and which no brave young Englishman 
can read, and ever after commit either a 


We are there- 


fore doubly thankful to Emerson, both for 


mean or a bad action. 
what he says of England, and for what 
he relates of Carly 


le, whose independent 


speech upon all subjects is one of 
He reads 


and has enjoyed many a 





chief charms. “ Blackwood,” 
for example, 
racy, vigorous article in its pages; but it 
calls it 
“ Fraser’s” is alittle 


does not satisfy him, and he 
“ Sand Magazine.” 
better, but not good enough to be worthy 
of a higher nomenclature than “Mud 
Magazine.” 
one’s talents drives him into admiration 


Excessive praise of any 




















of the parts of his own learned pig, now 

vallowing in the stye. The best thing 
knew about America was that tl 

a man could have m for his | I 

He did not read Plato, and he dispar- 


pocrates. 





splendid bridge from the 





world to the new. It is interestiz 





to hear that “Tr um Shandy” was 
ne f the first books he read after 
tobir n Crusoe nd that Rob« - 
son’s America” was an early favorit 
Rouss s “ Confess 1 had ) d 
to him that he was n 1 du » | 
ing of English pau, n, | said that 
government should direct poor men 1 
o do Poor Irish folks ex wander! 





! e to eve s \dar l 
t 1 supplies his wants to the next 
! But | ’ t] 3 
- : cht gi them al — 
( d tl | Irish go tl 
nd t it Tl ned tl 
S g 1 so found a way t to the 
hy e to attend to tl Here is 
+} m f his 
Emerson and h 
‘ e 4] 1] 





t { ul disit 
t to b 
: . 
and not like to elf wher 
no mn can tal t he was hon- 
t I 1 ex int of the subtil 
n bind ages ft ier, and saw 
how ev event affe all the future 





Chri lied on the tre that built Dun- 
score Kirk yond that brought you 
1 wether Time has only a rela- 
i aakagaaes 
Such is Emerson’s account of his 
first sit to our author, whose eyes 
wi already turned towards London 
as the heart of the world, whither he 


subsequently went, and where he now 
abides. 

From Craigenputtock, with its savagé 
rocks and moorlands, its sheepwalk soli- 


tudes. its isolation and distance from all 


the advantages of civil and intellectual 
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life, to Lond 


litude of 


n and the livi 





its activi- 


ts unnt ! inhabitar i 
tik 8, polity nd world-wide ramifications 
of comme! le e, literature, 
and art, was a change of great magni 
tude. wi true prom s it took time 
to estimate. Carlyle, however, was not 
ifraid he hug ] of London 
lif but t to it | 1 " lly, 
and t | the ever- 
lastir 7, W l and « nol roar nd 
} ( lut ! ilthough 
} l he was 
lso a { the world, and 
ail a i ; h wavs and 
P [ } lee, com- 
] j } —_ 
‘ r] } 5 o its 
S v\ ( { ‘ 








HH 3 
1 Vv ( ng ¢ 1 th 
r ‘ +} — vy 
I l I l, there- 
f f ce which lear 
I< ? OV non 
ts and , ‘ { from 
them, high « ned an th hs 
l s ! of God. 7 secludes 
nd ‘ l of 1 holars, highly 
fa le as it undoubted is to con- 
templation and internal development, 
] ewl disadvat s, apd puts 
ther being ned in the ways 
( ] eat id vyhen they come to 
| ™ ? 3 ) 


practical t . Aman 











complished 





a divine speaker. His doct 


I 
all things to all men, that he 





ight win 


souls to Christ, is, like good manners and 
ia 


polit 


losophy which obt: 


mess, a part of that mundane phi- 


ins in every society, 
both as theory and performance ; not, 
literal which 


hypocrisy and 


however, in its meaning, 


would involve all sorts of 
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lies as its accessories, but in the sense of 
ability to meet all kinds of men on their 
own grounds and with their own en- 
ginery of warfare. 

Strength, whether of mind or body, is 
sure to command respect, even though it 
be used against ourselves; for we Anglo- 
Saxons are all pugilists. A man, there- 
fore, who accredits his metal by the work 
he accomplishes, will be readily enough 


heard when he comes to speak and la- 





bor upon higher platforms. This was 
the case with Carlyle; and when he 
published that new Book of Job, that 
weird and marvellous Pilgrim’s Progress 
of a modern cultivated soul, the “ Sar- 
tor Resartus,” in “ Fraser’s Magazine,” 
strange, wild, and incomprehensible as 
it was to most men, they did not put it 
contemptuously aside, but pondered it, 
laughed at it, trembled over it and its 
dread apocalyptical visions and reve- 
lations, respecting its earnestness and 
eloquence, although not comprehending 
what manner of writing it essentially 
was. Carlyle enjoyed the perplexity of 
his readers and reviewers, neither of 
whom, with the exception of men like 
Sterling, and a writer in one of the 
Quarterlies, seemed to know what they 
were talking about when they spoke of 
it. The criticisms upon it were exceed- 
ingly comical in many instances, and 
the author put the most notable of these 
together, and always alluded to them 
with roars of Jaughter. The book has 
never yet received justice at the hands 
of any literary tribunal. It requires, 
indeed, a large amount of culture to ap- 
preciate it, either as a work of art, or as 
a living flame-painting of spiritual strug- 
gle and revelation. In his previous 
writings he had insisted upon the sacred- 
ness and infinite value of the human 
soul,—upon the wonder and mystery of 
life, and its dread surroundings,—upon 
the divine significance of the universe, 
with its star pomp, and overhanging im- 
mensities,—and upon the primal neces- 
sity for each man to stand with awe 
and reverence in this august and solemn 
presence, if he would hope to receive 
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any glimpses of its meaning, or live a 
true and divine life in the world; and 
in the “Sartor” he has embodied and 
illustrated this in the person and ac- 
tions of his hero. He saw that religion 
had become secular; that it was re- 
duced to a mere Sunday holiday and 
Vanity Fair, taking no vital hold of 
the lives of men, and radiating, there- 
fore, none of its blessed and beautiful 
influences about their feet and ways; 
that human life itself, with all its adorn- 
ments of beauty and poetry, was in 
danger of paralysis and death; that love 
and faith, truth, duty, and holiness, were 
fast losing their divine attributes in the 
common estimation, and were hurrying 
downwards with tears and a sad thren- 
ody into gloom and darkness. Carlyle 
saw all this, and knew that it was the re- 
action of that intellectual idolatry which 
brought the eighteenth century to a 
close; knew also that there was only 
one remedy which could restore men to 
life and health,—namely, the quickening 
once again of their spiritual nature. He 
felt, also, that it was his mission to attempt 
this miracle; and hence the prophetic 
fire and vehemence of his words. No 
man, and especially no earnest man, can 
read him without feeling himself arrested 
as by the grip of a giant,—without trem- 
bling before his stern questions, inculea- 
tions, and admonitions. There is a God, 


"O Man! and not a blind chance, as gov- 


ernor of this world. Thy soul has infi- 
nite relations with this God, which thou 
canst never realize in thy being, or 
manifest in thy practical life, save by a 
devout reverence for him, and his mi- 
raculous, awful universe. This rever- 
ence, this deep, abiding religious feel- 
ing, is the only link which binds us to 
the Infinite. That severed, broken, or 
destroyed, and man is an alien and an 
orphan; lost to him forever is the key 
to all spiritual mystery, to the hiero- 
glyph of the soul, to the symbolism of 
nature, of time, and of eternity.—Such, 
as we understand it, is Carlyle’s teach- 
ing. But this is not all. Man is to be 
man in that high sense we have spoken 
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of, not for the mere offi es OF ¢ 


. ran | > anh 
contemplation, folding his robes of 
I 





immortality around him, as if God had 





done 1 h him ior all p! al purposes, 
und he with God, but tor action, 
action in a world which is to prove 


his power, his beneficence, his useful- 
ness. That spiritual fashionmg by the 


Great Fashioner of all things is so or 


fashioners, workers, makers. For it is 


n to no man to be an idle cumberer 



















plant l reap the fruits of his labor for 
I I 
t arner. This is man’s duty, 
liviner he is the more divinely 
v I cute it. 
| t ich a gospel as this could find 
n : * Edin- 
I ik and 
é at the 
“Ss r Res 
ay 
‘ ~ vi 
has \ 
] 
< s , nd 
' a the | 
qu h v 
- eadful 1 Im of « itment 
v e forms I ire a frozen 
f 1 dumb impris vent and de- 
I 
vreat vaulted I nent no 
lov ng Ss 
Gor ‘ ren’s slum- 











ents, and 
fur 
se , 
‘ er 3 for 
t! ters of immort and finding 
nothing but pools of and Marahs 
of | ness. Herein is no Calvary, 
no Cross-symbolism, by whose miracu- 
lous power he is relieved of his infinite 
burden of sorrow, starting 1 with 
hop und joy in his he irt; nor does he 
ever find his Calvary until the deeps of 


his spiritual nature are broken up and 
flooded with celestial light, as he knocks 
reverently at the portals of heaven for 
communion with his Father who is in 
13 
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heaven. ‘Then bursts upon him a new 

significance from all things; he sees that 

the creat world is but a fable of divine 
, 

i 


but the 


g its secrets from al 
and the worthy, and that faith, 


and trust, and worship are the ciphe r 





which unlocks them all. He thus ar- 
rives at the plains of heaven in the re- 
gion of the “ Everlasti Yes.” His 
own soul lies nak resolved be- 
fore him,—its uns} oreatness, its 
meani faculty, tiny. Work, 





a 4 ; : 

and dutiful obedience to the laws of 
, : ad 

work, are the outlets of his power; and 


herein he finds peace and rest to his 
soul. 


That Carlyle is not only an earnest, 


but a profoundly religious man, these 
attempted elucidations of his teachings 
will abundantly shov His religion, how- 


ever, is very far remote from what is call- 


ed religion in this day. 








} ‘ + ; 
{ is the tra hn ot t rati $ ind 
. ] ny } q ] 
not a aeep Cconvi mn ed a Vit 
inate sear is to | } no avail 
all merely histori iectual I 





unding outside and not ab- 
sorbed in the life as a vital, moving, and 
spi itu il pows r, he pla es also amongst 
the chaff for burning. This world is a 





serious world, and human life and bu 


serious matters,—not to be 
| } , 1 
nor cheated Vy sn nd 








f these q ialities, and the 


] ” a ° ‘ s . 
result of a life is the test of what virtue 





there i it. False men leave no mark. 





It is truth alone which does the masonry 
of the world,—which founds « mpire s, and 
builds cities, and establishes laws, com- 

And in private 


indestructib 





merce, and civilizati 

life the same law abi le as 

God. Carlyle’s tea wr tends altogether 
| 


in this direction; and whilst he belongs 





to no church and no creed, he is tolerant 


of all, and of everything that is heartily 
, 


and unfeignedly believed in by his fellows. 
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He is no Catholic; and yet for years 
he read little else than the forty volumes 
of the “ Acta Sanctorum,” and found, 
he says, all Christian history there, and 
much of profane history. Neither is he 
1 Mahometan ; but he nevertheless makes 
a hero of Mahomet, whom he loves for his 
Ishmaelite fierceness, bravery, and reli- 
gious sincerity,—and because he taught 
deism, or the belief in one God, instead 
of the old polytheism, or the belief in 
many gods,—and gave half the East his 
very good book, called the Koran, for 
his followers to live and die by. 

Whether this large catholicism, this 
worship of heroes, is the best of what now 
remains of religion on earth is certainly 
questionable enough; and if we regard 


it in no other light than merely as an 


idolatry of persons, there is an easy an-~ 





in little else than formalities, a 





divine truth is no longer such to half the 

great world, which lies, indeed, in dire 

atrophy and wickedness,—and if we fur- 

ther consider and agree that the awak- 

ened human soul is the divinest thing on 
e 4) 


earth, and partakes of the divine natur 


itself, and that its manifestations are 


ilso divine in whomsoever it is embodied, 
Ww can see om ipo wry to its vd D- 
tion; inasmuch as it is the divine likeness 
to which 1 ve nce a 1 homa are ren- 


howin Christianity, however, will as- 

suredly survive, although doubtless in a 

ew form preserving all tl ntegrity 

yf its message ind | mn more faith 

ind life to men, when the present old, 
, 


tablished, decaying cultus shall be ven- 
ited only as history. 

Carlyle clings to the Christian formu- 
lary and the old Christian life in spite 
if himself. He is almost fanatical in his 
attachment to the medieval times,—to 
the ancient worship, its ceremonial, mu- 
sic, and architecture, its monastic gov- 
ernment, its saints and martyrs. And 


the reason, as he shows in the “ Past 


and Present,” is, that all this array of 
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devotion, this pomp and ceremony, this 
music and painting, this gorgeous and 


} 
sublime architecture, this fasting and 








praying, were real,—faithful manifesta- 
tions of a religion which to that people 
was truly @ und holy. They who 
built the ca of Europe, adorned 
them with carvings, pictures, and those 
stately windows their storied illu- 





minations which at this day are often 


miracles of beauty and of art, were 


‘ > ] ° 1 1 
not frivolous modern conventicle-builders, 


but poets as grand as Milton, and sculp- 
tors whose genius might front that of 
Mi +} s Ange lo. It was no de id be Lie f 
in a dead religion which designed and 


executed these matchl 


temples. Man 
and Religion were both alive in those 
days; 1d the w yrship of Gi l was so 


profound a pre stration of the immost 





ore his maj sty und al y; that 





the souls of the artists seem to have been 
alia nd to } received ther 
archetypes in heavenly visions. Such 
te pl sitis! ther in tl devotion nor 
tian tults of Gn wade Waitin enbl 
to conceive or construct. Carlvle knows 
J tide, andl be fills back ta levies of 
muration pon those old t es and their 
worthies, despising the filigree materials 
of which the men of to-day are for the 











monasteries as in Puritan 

meeting-houses. We have a wise preach- 
I 

ment, however, from that P: 


Present, in Carlyle’s 





of his best efforts, and contains isolated 
passages which for wisdom and beauty, 
and chastity of utterance, he has never 
exceeded. 

We have no space to speak here of 
all his books with anything like critical 





Sa eT 





—~—e 


orsnij 
that this attitude of th In private life Carly] amiable, and 


its accompanying wisdom, 


ten high and beautiful in his demeanor. 








196 The 
He talks 


well; impatient, at times, of interruption, 


much, and, as we have said, 





listening to 
But he 
l 


them 


readily 


and at other times 


those who have anything to say. 
and sham, at 


hates babblers, and cant, 


but sweeps 


I 


terror of his 


has no mercy for them, 


away in the whirlwind and 


receives distinguished men 


wrath. He 





y 


’ 


in the evening, at his house in Chels a; 








but he rarely visits. He used occ: 





race the saloons of Lady Bles- 


t 


n the palmy days of her life, 


when she att 





cted around her all noble 


, whe were distin- 


THE 


CHAPTER I. 





I rear I ha I what 1s called “a 
taste for fl ’ To be sw nD cot- 
tage hor half buried in tall shrub 
some of which flowering, and so 
are not. A giant bine has wrapped 
the whole front in its rich green mantl 
and the porch is 1 1 and the wind 
curtained with luxuriant honeysuckles 


have tried for it many times, 3 

had a successful bed of flowers. My 
next neighbor, Mrs. Smith, is “ a lady of 
great taste”; and when she leads me 
proudly thre ich her 
with box, an : 
tulips, her heliotropes, cactuses, and ela- 
dioluses, her ] ce roses, * 80 ext mety 


double,” and all the 





rare plants which 
adorn her parterre, I conclude it 
be that I have at all. I bee her 


to save me bull 


no taste 
seeds and s, get fresh di- 


rections for laying down, and inoculating, 





with 
But the 


next summer comes round with no change, 


grafting, and potting, and go home 


my head full of improvements. 


except that the old denizens of the soil 
(like my maids and my children) have 
than 
ever, and I find no place for beds of 


grown more wild and audacious 


Button- Rose. [ De 





el iber, 
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guished by their attainments in literature 
science, or art; but he rarely k ; his 
home now for such a purpos He is at 
present engaged in } Life of Fred- 
erie} ie Great.” who ‘ i]s 
mal a hero « and } We 
learn, he is lready v« I rtily 3- 
9 l Phe first volu will ly 
appt i 

And now w vst el] ner 
fe ] ] r rest Ine I ‘ 
sion some personal ren nee f him, 
wh 1 may prove bot ( o ind 
illus 
flo I must « i I have 
. ' { flov in 5 r 
of the ls. In th vaken im 
In sen 1ent, no x V 
. marshalle » gho n beds and 
( Knots ndIid e 
or then 

Yet let me find t laugl of 
the early year in their na } S. 
scat ed about on hillside l 1 Ww ly 
dingk half h len by Tee! lea 3, 
nestling at the root of some old tree 
or leaning over to peep into sor vy 
bit « 1 er, and no heart thrills « Ker 
than mine at the sight. There they 
seem to me Vv a sweet ld life of 
their own: n 7 and sm 7 the 
sunshine or verdant gloom, caring not to 
see or to be seen 





flowers. 
pink and yel 








ved to me by one 
h I sear 


unabated e: rerness. I was 





after whi 
mer with 
fairly haunted by its ideal image. He ry 
von Ofterdingen never sought with in- 
tenser desire for his wondrous blue flower, 
nor more 


vainly ; for I never found it. 





othe! 
ne! 


aroor 





which sto 


a 


The 





i sali na Cl 
\ ring I ( rds jiound 
he sum { a little weky 
i d t s 00 lO full 
ndid \ tf th chis, 
I ln ! ) - 
4 1 
rf ‘ With 
: 
. 
Ha F =f on 
a none y 1 i s it 
’ ' 
i { » Init rN Cs iil Ue 
[ Vas clo gs! | never felt 
( I nce 
was O1 lowe und | 
le | unital ‘ il 
i + 
i 1 ag hen | thought 
crew h é d earth 
is ( \ ch, as it 1s 
: Paar ’ 
A mem on e loved, has 
} the ry p ty in my 
_* : ee 
ll nore 
‘ ] 
ne f as Mean- 
wa , no n rial 
, j 
1. and ohts 3 
é ikes la 
t | sa 
‘ ‘ h 
s ex | in 
Ty ] . 
S G- It s lL m 1 
Yu i l h, 
on t, (1 t 
}s to n na 3 
\ l uot Wi i it 
ud s or t cht befo It 
, 1 ’ 
( | kitchen-g n, 
1 « | n 
I m was. ¥ ) . und f t. 
Several fine old pi rees i 
4 + ‘ ] 
tl 10 varieties of plum 
y were scattered over it; cur- 
FOOS rries lined the fences 
. . a 
n run y througn its whole 
as_ thickly rdered by lilacs, 
s, and roses, with many showy 
‘ } ee ae 
S inter xed, and terminated in a 
7 229 abe 
sant grape- ior. behind this 
71] “4 
eep green i covered with an 
-orchard, through which a little 
1 of a footpath wound up to an- 


on the summit 
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relieved against the sky. It was but 


little after sunrise, the first morning of 





my when I timidly opened the 
varden gate and stood in full view of 
ise o es All was dewy, glit ing, 


Kden 


” ene 


steps rw izing eager irom side 
to i i suaaent i 1 the 
i mary us i my 
<3 | er s I no o t tine 
le Kutton-Rose of our story! So small, 
pert ! It fi imyv 1 nt sense with 


loveliness. It grew im a very pretty 
china vase, as if more precious than the 


other flowers. Several bl 





were 
buds 
As I 


tle miracle 


fully expanded, and many tiny 
showing their crimson tips 


st 1] i nt > over tl 
nl «i lost in rap ire Ove fh 











of beauty, a hummineg-bird, the smallest 
of it rv tr ‘ ted > a and 
ing for an it it, its st and 

reen and golden pluma I n the 

sun, 0 mv new-found t Were 
t t ft the e! s of few such 
nor 3 I st ip ind y ) the 
we should |} no « tion 

in 1 1 DI I ess of 
1 ¢ 1 it Oh for one drop of 

th 11 ning dew, that pure nectar 
of life, in which I then bathed with an 
u y! y fF ss! M cs I would 
vive many days of sober, thoughtful, 
ra enjoyment for one hour of the 
eager rapture which thrilled my being as 


nted wd 


“l garden, gazing 


encha 


upon my | rose, and that gay ature 
of tl ‘ nts, that wir blossom, 
th livil fraement of a rainbow, that 


rm ured 


itton-Rose is to my 


m ) I should hardly think of obtrud- 
ine it on the notice of « I were it not 
for a little tale of human interest con- 


stood mo- 
ss in the ecstasy of my first wonder, 


a young man and woman entered the 


garden, chatting and laughing in a very 


lively manner. 


Caroline 


The lady was my Aunt 


», then in the fresh bloom of 
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eee 
1 man I had never 
































me that aunt had given it away. I 
nev iW it acain 
I l my pe ial veg uaint- 
i A 
1 1 > 
é V it U Button-Ros« but 
¢ l trong im ession On my fancy 
1 ae — 
H i i flower still lived in 
1 y, surrounded by associations 
Ww rave it a mystic charm. By de- 
| ] ; +} in 
ore A ised ) hiss 1t irom the Win- 
" 
( s re Faruen sce 
1 ' 
e and 1 Vivid, and | me 
+ +1 
a p 1 one OF tne iit in- 
n i ers Of I mory, where I ten 
} i il Ww l 1 a 10u St or 
—_ . 
I S y she |] i hummin -bird 
s ied tO me ti ( { actors im the 
I I l tl V 
v I i with my dear Aunt L = 
I and thi wek-¢ Ly ig man; but 
v li meant was i great | 
{ ~~) | il | A ] AS jul ics 
la l ‘ ‘ ( S} lla 1 to 
I } share t d wel 
ha I ( e] pmen Ol myiil and 
I 
X 
( With it, 80 1t seems to 
i che yf a conscious inner 
1 4) ’ 
l I « collect with wonder- 
i qaistin it I have thought 
and felt since that date, while all the 


» vague and shadowy 


mbered dr From 





as in il im. 

t! 1 I can only « onjure up, as it were, 
my outward form,—a happy animal ex- 
istence th which searce*a feeling of 
self is connected; but from the time when 


this little fraoment ol 
current of identity flows 


on un roken. F 


perchance, the whole subsequent 


1 romance tne 





+ v 
rom that licht waking 


took form and tone.—But, 


gentle reader, your pardon! This is 


notl ing to my story. 


CHAPTER II. 
TeN years had slipped away, and I 
Of 
course, my little cabinet picture had 
It was 


was now in my sixteenth year. 


been joined by many others. 
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now but one in an extensive gallery; 


and the modest little gem, dimmed with 








. , 1 } } 
aust, and hid n vb larger p es, had 
not veen thoucht ( rimany a day 
1 , 
External « ims s had remained 
1 1 , 

much tl me With us; Oniy one great 
’ 1 1 . 
chane i) aeatnh OF my dea Go i 
‘ 1 4] 
mot hav iw occurred in ne tan 
YT , y 1 
MY é | 14eda over her tate 
—) 1 1 ’ 
Hod, ¢ ad rable order and x 











. i 
- os 
DO ell she in l 
( ents of a home. 
twenty-seven yeat 
8) hing OF he I I 
oe Pi 
al Driiuiant, Impulsive 
. a ; 

1 into the still more 
lovely woman. Her cheek was not fad- 
ed nor her eye dimmed. There was 
the same frankness, the same heart i 

} ’ . 
h glan he ule, the warm } irs 
of he hand t tempered | exper! 
rt re n, Tie 
i th Ssh couid ioved and rust- 
: 1 , 
ea with ti V hea nd igment 
TT 4 . 
rier } SK ul ¢ I ‘ re 
t cn 1 Oo ner 8 ( genial, and 
Tracy conve! tion, yroucght to o 1OuUst 
+ , ] ' 
ii iy p int Vi Ss ind I i he 
the sparkling centre Oi ¢ ry ¢ ie into 
1 } Pp + 7 
which she could pe « wh. bu It was 
. 22 . 
rarely that she could be beguiled from 
home ; for, since her mother’s death, she 





rself heart and soul to her 


had devoted he 


widowed fatl 





The relation between myself and my 
aunt was somewhat peculiar. Neither 
of us having associates of our own age 
in the family, I had become her com- 





panion, and even friend, to a degree 
which would have been ossil in 
other circumstances. She had scarcely 
outgrown the freshness and simplicity of 


childhood when I first came to live with 
her, and my mind and feelings had ex- 
panded rapidly under the constant stimu- 
lus of a nature so full of rich life ; so that 
at the date I now speak of, we lived 
together more as sisters than as aunt 
and niece. An inexpressible charm rests 
on those days, when we read, wrote, 


rambled together, shared the same room, 
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and had every pleasure, every trouble truth, Katy, why is there not as true 








in common. All show of authority over po nm battling with feeli ie 
me had gradually melted away ; but her yielding to it? To1 there ms some- 
influence with me was still unbounded, for — thing far more lof beautiful in bear- 
I loved her with the pas ionate earnest- it 4 » live ! t tain cn mstances, 
ness of a first, full-heart : ay a er ey 
sut to proceed with my story. “Tf you y spok lly, 
One sweet afte on in early summer, dear Aunty! Oh tl P John 
v two wt sitting al hy windov Mil ; Brey Philin Svd “po 
toward irden were ¢ und the , 1] "1 


4 





f the 
own, celebrating the pr ise of first love “And then, of , this sublime 
as an imperishable sentiment. My fancy ri die, or « e, to show 





st been crazed with the poetry of | how I would behay ler t trial.— 





L., who was then shining as the Katy,” continued my aunt, after a li tle 
“bright particular star” in the 


heavens. " «7 have half 





“'T I nee of 1 
aunt, st \ 

4 ° ‘ } ” 
Kat at { nt of vour lif 








pe 
why I ‘ ir ¢ lv « ! Qi k. let 
ter.” me he 

“ But, Aunty,” I « l, “what al ] ve cal it a romance, 
bly prosy, matter-of-fact affair life would Katy; | st ba Soot centile 


itself would become extinct.” I nni of my ed tion,—the educa- 
‘So, then, if a woman is disappointed _ tion, | un, of re 
in first love, she is bound to die for the “ But let me hear; 1 ’s some spice 
benefit of poetry !” of | y in it, I know.” 
“ But just think, Aunt Linny,—if i li ; 
Ophelia, in t d of going I I sO ] ettily, tory of ( ly f; I , Ff my hild] od 





and dying in a way to break everybody’s I had a playmate. O fathers’ houses 
heart, had soberly set herself to consider ood but a few rods apart, and the fam- 
that there were as fine fish yet in the sea 1 ived in habits of the ck t inti- 
as ever were caught, and that it was best, macy. From my earliest remembrance, 
therefore, to cheer up and wait for better the brave little boy, four years older than 
times! Frightful!” I, was my sworn friend and protector; 

‘ Never trouble your little head, Kate, and we increased in years, an affee 


with at there will not be Ophelias tion warm and frank as that of brother 





enoug! ong as the world stands. But and ‘ rew up between us. A love 
I wouldn’t ‘be one, if I were you, unless of nature and of poetry, and a certain 
I could bespe ik a Shakspeare to do me earnestness and enthusiasm of character 
into poetry. That would be an induce- v h s« parated us both from other chil- 
ment, I allow. How would you fanc y dren. drew us closely together At fif- 
being a Sukey Fay, Kate ?” teen he left us to fit for college at a 

“Oh, the poor old wretch, with her distant school, and thenceforward he was 
rags and dirt and gin-bottle! Has she at home only for brief visits, till he was 
a story ? graduated with distinguished honor at 

“ Just as romantic a one’as Ophelia, the age of twenty-one. During those 


only she lac 





But. in sober six vears of separ ation our relation to 
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tur in upon it a sudden light. 
The ervening years vanished like 
dre mng-forgotten garden 
ne ivid as in the hour 
wher sed before my eyes. 
Th mystery which had 
pellbound my childish fancy was at 


lencth found. I sat for a time in si- 


st in a delicious, confused reve- 


The Button-Rose was a gift from 





i ls — _~ = } 

him, then ¢" were my first words. 
‘What, Kate?” said Aunt Linn) 
ww y : } . hl - | 


Did y e away the flower-p 
t I t was so pre y! Whom d 1 

‘Incredible !” she exclaimed, coloring, 
and with t strongest expression of sur- 


Truly, little pitchers have not 





- .¢ 
B he mderful hu l, 
A ! W had that to d ? 
K 1 my aunt, “ y talk like 
j lee Wake up, and let m 
k ] | this means.” 
I I l now! I ra ] l on, I re 
t han | First young love, — 


ift,—Cousin Harry proves fic- 
sle—Aunt Linny banishes the Button- 
Rose from her window,—takes to books, 
and educatir thty nieces, and doing 


or od to everybo ly, — bearing to live , as 


more heroic than ‘ daring to die,—in ten 


yé ars ts so that she can spe ik of it 





iposure, as a lesson to roman- 


‘Even so, Katy!” she replied, quietly ; 


it early disappointment I owe 


more than to anything that ever befell 
a 
She said this with a smile; but her 


1 


voice trembled a little, and I pe received 
that a soft dew had gathered over her 
eyes. By an irresistible impulse I rose, 
and stealing softly behind her, clasped 
my arms round her neck, and kissing 
her forehead whispered, = Forgive me, 
sweet Aunty !” 

“Not a bit of harm, Katy,” she re- 


plied, drawing me down for a warm kiss. 


The Button-Rose. 





[De cember, 


“But what a gypsy you must be, , 
added, in her usually lively tone, “1 
have trudged along many years witl 





this precious littl 


’ 


a word to anybody !’ 
“T’ve not thought of it myself; these 
ever so many years,” said I, “and it 
seems like witchwork that 
have come to me at this mom 
I then related to her 


nist ences and spect | 
her not a little. Her hearty, mirthful 





pro eed with her story. 


“ But stay a moment,” said I; “let me 





. : 
fetch our garden bonnets, that we may 
eI it in the very scene « he ro- 





he1 of me!” y t] | she 
took her seat tl ? but 
there really no 1 rials. I shall 
finish in f 11 s by 1 y h 








some months his letters ery { 
quen and as the t hed for 
his return they grew incr rly cheer- 








< 1 part, when I rx magi 
charn those letté I no matter 
all of a sudden they ceased, and for sev- 


eral weeks not a word was heard from 


him by his own family. At length 





when my anxiety had become wellnigh 
intolerable, there came a brief letter to 


e with 


the sister of his brother’s wife, and his 


his father, announcing his marria 


decision to enter into business with his 
brother.” 

“ Did you know anything of the young 
lady ?” 

“ He had once or twice mentioned her 


1 


in his lett Ts as a beautiful. an iable ¢« rea- 





ture, whose education had been shame- 
fully necler ted. Her kindness to him in 
his illness and loneliness, added to her 
natural charms, won his heart, no doubt. 
Many a wise man has been caught in 
that snare.” 

































But what base conduct towards you! 








‘Not at all, my dear! My dream 
1 suffused his words with its own col- 
} , 
- 4 
1 } 
R ] 
A 
. 
rae 
] 
] 
ee 
+; + 
' 
that he had ceased to think of 
Lif wdrops often exhale 
Thi teful stunidity !” 
i il stuy 
y of te coud thn mecentan ot d 
1 childhood could outlast our whok 
ld be very ch I Bu 
Is that « x Kate, 
batnfitont tu the 3 
I deep in the « h, and to dig 
t s m than a child’s 
of | t and arm. O must 
’ ‘ed to toil and weather before 


ese treasures; but when 
once he wears these in his bosom he 


h for dewadrops. 
I 





how you were in- 





[The news of this marriage revealed 
by a flash of light: 

| world of feeli 
} tha he was foreve1 
Kin ] had become to 
pangs of disappointment, of 
t I hardly know which were the 
st ger,—were like poisoned arrows in 
my heart my first trouble, and I 
} to beat ilence lalone. Not 





for worlds w ld I have had it guessed 
that I had cherished an unreturned af- 
+1} 


fection, and it would have killed me to 
hear him blamed. ‘Towards him I had. 








resentment or reproach. <A feeling of 


iry loss, of a long, weary life from 
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of tender self-pity 





t secret heart, no emotion of 





which all the flowers had vanished, a sort 





th while to detail 1 whole pro- 





the sicht of 





il to Wwe ikne 


threw asic 





ination and feeling. and for two vears 





vead scarcely & which did t se- 
verely task my mind. I devoted my- 
ona to my | nd interested 
I 1 . 1 n —_ } I at not 
le I re ved ¢ tn}, r the whol 

ie ~ ail K ait 
of my var ous I think I would 
re end tl tr of such an elf 
as the ‘soveré enest rem ly? first 
love. The luxuriant growth of your 


character interested, stimulated, kept me 


perpetually on the alert. Is n 
to work <¢ ar it this task my 





gayety of yours; my poor heart was re- 
freshed by your warm childish love. In 
short, I beean to live again. But, ah! 
ear Kate, it was a long, stern conflict. 
Many, many months, yes, years, passed 
by, ere those troubled waters became 
lear and still. But I held firmly on 


ird came at 





ny way, and the l rew 
last. By degrees I had created within 
and around me a new world of interest 
and activity, in which this little whirlpool 
of morbid feeling became an insignificant 
point. I was cons ious of the birth of 
new energies, of a bolder and steadier 
sweep of thought, of fuller sympathies, 
of that settled quiet and harmony of soul 
which are to be gained only in the school 





of Ti lf-diseipline. 


That 


youth now lies like a soft cloud far off in 


dream of my 


the horizon, beautiful with the morning 


, but casting no shadow. 





She then added, in a lively 
tone: Kate, the fifteen minutes 
are not out, and vet my story is done. 


Think you now it would really have 


, - 
been better to go a-swinging wil- 


on a 
low-tree over a pond, and so have made 
a good poetical end ? 

“Oh, I am so glad you were a 
a goose as to make a swan of yours if 
like poor Ophelia!” said I, 
nd her, and 
dozen kisses. 
I indeed 
very cherubim that did preserve thee’? 


the 


} a; > - 
throwing my 


arms arol 





civing her half ¢ 
“But tell me truly, was 


such a blessing to you, ‘the 


To think of repentance I have 


wasted over my childish naughtiness, 


when it was all inspired by 
I shall take 
“Do so, 


yo ir go vd 
heed to thi 


Kate, and your good 


angel! 





will doubtless inspire in me a suital 
re S} onse.” 
“ But tell me now, Aunt Linny, who 


the Was he a real 


cousin ? ” 


living man was. 


“T may as well tell you, Kate, or you 


You 


in Cuba, 


will get it from your 
have heard of our rich 


Henry Morrison ?” 


‘ familiar.’ 


cousin 


“Oh, yes; I have heard erandfather 
speak of him. So, then, he was Cousin 


I 
Harry ! 


hair, for all his goodness. 


I should like one chance at his 
Did you ever 
meet again ?” 
“ Never. 


moved to a distant place, 


His father’s family soon re- 
so that there 
old 
But I have always heard him 


was no necessity for visiting the 
home. 
spoken of as an upright merchant and a 

He has 
A year 
Europe for his 
she died. Ru- 


mor now reports him as about to be- 


cultivated and generous 


man. 
resided several years in Cuba. 
or two since, he went to 


wife’s health, and there 


come the husband of an Englishwoman 
of high connections. I should be very 
glad to see him once more.—But come 


now, Kate, let’s have a decennial cele- 


bration of our two anniversaries. 


Lay 





Th é Button- Rose. 





[I Jecember, 


the gra rl and 


feast of 


the tea-table in pe arbor, 
I 

then invite grandpapa, to a 

strawberries and cream.” 


I hastily 


que t-hall 


ornamented our rural 


with lone branches of 


1 1 — ‘. ££. } 
and honeysuckies in full bi 


into the leafy roof. As we sat chatting 
and laughing over our simple treat, a 
hum y 1 darted several times in 


red I 


upon it, 


” whispe 
“ Depend 


marry the English 


next mo ning [ s] pt late. Fan- 
cy had all ni 


it been busy, con bining 





] 


her old and new materials into many a 





wild shape. After my aunt had risen at 











her usual early hou I fell into one of 
those balmy morning-naps which make 
up ior j whole night’s unrest. I dreamed 
till, but the visions figated by with that 
sweet h ne ful play soothes 
rather than faticues the brain. The 
prin il objects we always the same ; 
but the combination shifted every in- 


I 


: : ; mer 
stant, as by the turn of a kaleidoscope. 





og ves In a 
] ] +t 
LOVE e ein a convex mir- 
rol bloomed the little Button- 
R centre and above it the 
humming-bird glanced and murmured, 


and now and then darted his slender 


eep into the bosom of the flowers. 


With hands cl iS} “1 above this central 
object, as if exchangine vows upon an 


altar. stood the young human 


pair. Ot 








a sudden, old Cornelius Agrippa was in 
the room, robed in a k scholar’s- 
gown, over which his snowy beard de- 
scended nearly to his knees. Stretching 





forth a long white wand, he tou 


picture, and immediate] 





ding pro- 


cession began to move out of the magic 
the 


assuming the size of life. First tripped 


crystal, figures, as they emerged, 


a numerous train of white-robed little 


maidens, scattering flowers; then came a 


priest in surplice and bands, holding be- 


fore him a great open service-book ; after 
him, the bridal pair, attended by their 


























1857. ] 
friends. But by an odd trick of fancy, the 
brid 


happy, appeared with the china flower- 


sroom, who looked very stately and 


pot containing the Button-Rose balanced 


] 


on the end 


of his nose! Awaked by my 


own laughter at this comical sight, I 
opened my eyes and found Aunt Linny 
sitting on the bedside and laughing with 


before, 


I should 


Katy ,” said 


have waked you 
she, “if you had not seemed 


Come, 


will 


: <. 
enjoying yourself so much. 


unfold your dream. I presume it 
save me the trouble of telling you the 
contents of this wonderful epistle which 
I hold in my hand.” 

‘It’s from Cousin Harry! Huzza!” 
cried I, snatch it. 


But 


“ Softly! good 


springing up to 
I 
held it out of 
Mistress Fortunetelle 


said she. “ Read me 


1 t, and then 


my reach. 


1 
se 





ca the interpgetation reot. 

Of co it’s from Cousin Harry. 
Tha s W th h nming-bi 1 came to 
say last night. As for the contents,— 
he’s 1 I eda,— he t turns to the 
siste end of his youth,—he yearns to 
look » her lust orbs once mort 
S one, he finds, is the completion of 
his ‘Jch. He hastens across the dark 
blue sea; soon will she behold him at 


gypsy, thou hast lost 





Sliver pen! th time. The letter is in- 
deed fi 1 Cousin Ha ry and that of 
itself 0 f life’s wonders. But it is 
add 1 with al iety to his ‘ ven- 


erable uncle. He arrived from 
ith 


toul r 


Europe 


since, and being now on a 


health 


to make a hasty call 


and pleasure, proposes 
his relatives 
homestead. He brings 


Now, Kate, be stir- 


y will be here to-night, and we 


on 
and visit the old 
hi hrde 
Lis ‘ sat 
. 1 


ring , tie 


with him. 


must look our pre ttiest.” 
“ The h Tl not do 


ing to make his visit agreeable,” 


sy man! 


ateful, pr 





anytl 





said I, pettishly. 
‘Why, Kate, what are you conjuring 
up in your foolish little noddle ? 6 


“Oh, I supposed an éclaircissement 
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would come round somehow, and we 
should finish the romance in style.” 
VY 


, wish to 


“Why, Kate, do you reall 
get rid of me?” 

“ No, indeed ! I wouldn’t have you ac- 
cept his old withered heart for the world. 
But I 


umph of rejecting it. 


to have the tri- 


‘ Indeed, 


thus you should have said,—‘I 


wanted you 


my dear 
cousin,’— 


shall always be interested in you 
but I can never love you.’” 
so : 


“ Kate is crazed! she exclaimed, in 


kinsman, 


a voice of despair. “ Why, dear child, 


there is not a shadow of foundation for 


this 





nonsense. I am heartily glad at the 
thought of seeing my cousin once more, 
and all the gladder that he brings a wife 
with him. Will you read the letter ?” 

I read it and 
“ Where does he mention his wife ?’ 


“ Why, there,—d 


twice, then asked,— 


? 


m’t you see? ‘I shall 





bring with me a young lady, whom, 
though a str r and a fore iene r, I 
trust you will pl wed to welcome.’ 





Isn’t that plain ?” 
The inference seemed 
ral; but the sl 

the basis of 





nif 
sulil 


ci ntly nat- 


ht uncertainty was 


many entertaining dreams 


through the day. I resolved to hold 
fast my faith in romance till the last 


the 
‘s had received 


nent. rds evening, when 


P irlors and guest h uml ( 
last 


been polished, the 


the touches, when the silver had 


sponge-cake and tarts 


. . 
toilette made,— 


baked, and our own 
when, in short, nothing remained to be 
done, my excitement and impatience 


rose to the highest pitch. I ran repeat- 


edly down the avenue, and finally 


mounted with a poe ket-telescope to the 


top of the house for a more extensive 
survey. 
“See you aught, Sister Annie?” 


called my aunt from below. 

“ Nothing yet, good Fatima !—spin 
Stay! a 
cloud of dust, a horseman!—no doubt 


out thy prayers a little longer. 


an outrider hastening on to 
Ah! he passes, the stupid 


ly 


announce 
his approach. 
Another! 


wagon ; 


clown! Nay, that was on 
a Derby the stars forbid that 


our deliverer should come in a Derby! 
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But hush! there’s a bond Side 
barouche, two black horses, black driver 
und all. Almost at the turn! O gen- 
tle Ethiopian, tarry! this is the castle! 
Go, tl 


hope is past ! 


now, 


en, false man! Fatima, thy last 
No, the 
man looks out! he waves his hand this 
! Aunt Linny, ’tis he! 


y stop! the gentle- 


way the carriag 





is coming up the avenue!” So sayl 


[4] 





ew down the telescope and flew to 





ier room. 
“ You are right, Kate, it must be he,” 
said she, glancing through the window, 


ind then following me quietly down 
stairs. 

The carriage stopped, and we all went 
down the steps to receive our long ab- 
A tall, pale gent 


sent relative. eman in 


black sprang out and came hurriedly 
ds us. He looked much older than 





I had expected; but the next instant the 
flash of his black 


eye, and the eloquent 





smile whi h lighted up his pensive coun- 








nance as with a sunbeam, brought back 
the Cousin Harry of ten yea He 


returned my grandfather’s truly paternal 


é 





Ss ago. 





rreeting the most i cor- 
diality ; but with scarce to my 
yunt’s frank welcome, gay his arm, 
} } sl 
na maae a movemen tit 
} 
nouse. 
But, cou what 





gem have you tl in the car- 
riage, too precious to be en? We 


have a place in our hearts for the fair 
stranger, I assure you.” 


“ Ah, poor thing! I had quite fo 


ten her,” said he, col 





mUTL 
us he turned towards the carriage. 

Aunt Linny and I exchanged mirth- 

his treatment of a bride; 

had lifted out 


le I eT- 


ful glances at 


but the next instant he 


und led towards us a small fema 
sonage, who, when her green veil was 
thrown aside, proved to be a lovely girl 
of some seven or eight years. 

“ Permit 
present Miss Caroline Morrison, ‘sole 


me,” said he, smiling, “ to 


5] 


daughter of my house and heart.’’ 
“ But the stranger, the foreign lady ?” 


inquired Aunt Linny, as she kissed and 


welcomed the child. 
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‘ Why, this is she,—this young Cuban 
Whom else did you look for?” 


was the 
reply, in a tone of surprise, and, as 1 





seemed to me, of slight vexation. 


“ We expected a lady with a few m¢ 
years on her head,” interposed grand- 
papa; “but the little pet is j as wel- 
come. There, Katy, this curly-pate will 
answer as well as a wax doll for you.” 

The dear old gentleman « 1 never 


realize that I was grown up to 


woman. Of course, 1 was now 


due form, and we 


duced in 





gether up the steps. 

“ How pleasant, how familiar all things 
look !” said 
ing round 
have 


everything 


our visitor, pausing and gaz- 








age. + 


improve. 








ried with me ten years ago.” 
tears stood in my grandfather’s 
“ You have forgotten one great 
e, dear nephew,” said he ; “ against 
that we could find no insurance.” 

“ could I forget?” was the an- 
swer, in a low to f of feeling, hi 
own ¢ filli y Wi hi i “My 
‘ wnt! Ished maz rs with and 





10¢ i¢ il 
r} 1 127 
i} i i lOV I 
M ¢ 1 4] } : " 
y s ea on | irs l 
: . wee" 
d, very sweetly, “ thought of her 
3 i , 
I | cheer, and not cloud our meeting. 
le 
H r presence never brot ont me sorre 


* remembrance. Come, dea 


she added, cheerfully, taking the child 





hand, “ come in and rest y poor lit 


tired self. Kate, find the white kit 
for her. 


in France 


A pret ier on¢ you never sa 
or C 

what papa calls 
‘“ It 


used to be m 
little smiler ; “but pa 











“ What say you to the hum 


now?” I whispered to my aunt, as 
were a moment alone in the tea-room. 


“ Kate, I wish you were fifty miles off 
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this moment! It was no good angel were full of witchery. Mont Blane at 


tat deluded me into telling you that sunrise, the wild scenery of the Sim- 





foolish tale last evening. Indeed, Kate,” plor the exhumed streets of Pompeii, 





























1dded she, earnestly, “ you will seri yusly the Colosseum by moonli ht. those won- 
com] ise me. if you are not more care- drous galleri i 1 Ipture 
ful. Promise me that you will not make of } had read of 
ne more allusion of this kind, even to the } vlace of vddin 1 the gardens 
ne, wi remain !” of the geniii—the living man before 
‘ But I may give you just a look, now me had seen all thes I looked uy 
hen ? him as an aml dor f ] | 
‘Do you wish me to repent having of poetry. But even this int ted 
sted K '* less than the tone of | 1 mani 
‘] ise, aunty,—by my faith in first sentiment by which his ion 
j lov pervaded, the feeling 1 ices of 
‘ “ Nonsense! Go, call them to tea.” endeared friendships formed in those 
far-off lands, the bri f olim ) ot deep 
sorrows bravely borne ; and I watch d 
CHAPTER IV , . 
with a sweet, sly pleasure my aunt's 
( insman had be quiet surrender to the old sp ll. 
nain with us ‘Tt makes me very | Kate.” said 
’ it had b le on } to have oni 
I visited all the We and friend . la 1 tl 
most inter x portions of Eng- fi Ish x from 
1 the Continent. My grandfather, good f ! of t I ! 
he co under of his o mer- I have r 
», had formerly visited many » think them. 1 I ’ 
t W lelighted to ref h ’ ind ad fx 
ms distant se and t teres I iL then 1 they 
r ag n his udy tures by ea and live again 
i [The con 1 of our gues What hat remark of Byron t 
le was richly instructive and young ladies’ friendship ? Take care, 
for he had a lively appre- take care!” said I, shaking my head 
tational and individual charae- gravely; “receive the warning of a cali 
ould illustrate them by a world observer!” 
ed The old ran’s “ Oh, no, Kate! tl but a little 
1ess for his nephew rev din gree n the desert. In ad 
ind his enjoyment was lloved two W ] T DI ly fe 
he dread of a new sepa but h, I dout iot, will happier 
What shall I do when yu b 1 Hi 
H '” was his fre ju t ex futu I le 1 
1 then he would sigh and 
1 wish he had « sol weel 
I he richest treat for 1 » tl 
. es late to a call 
v d ha W co 
Those Imy ve h 0 vi 
piazza, with the m yonlight quiver- ting t in I 
ing through the vines, and turning the aunt’s room after his dep re, the chill 


ced lawn with fantastic mixture of brought her a small packet w ich her 





1 shadow into a fairy scene, father had intrusted to her. “I believ 





the cultivated traveller discoursed said the little smiler, “he said it was a 


f all things beautiful in nature and art, story for you to read. Won't you please 
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to read it to me?” She took it witha 


look of surprise and curiosity, and imme- 


diately opened it and began to read. 
But her color soon began to vary, her 
h | 


and trembled, and presently layi 





the sheets in her lap, she sat 
thought. 


“Tt seems a moving story!” I re 
marked, di 
“* Kate is the strangest affair !— 





first alone. 

She left the room, and I heard the 
key turn in the lock as she entered 
another chamber. In about an hour 
she came out very composedly, and said 
nothing more on the subject. 

After our little guest was asleep at 
night, I could restrain myself no longer. 
“You are treating me shabbily, aunty, 


said I. “See if I am ever a good 





again to please you 
*“ You shall know it all, Katy; I only 





wished to think it over first by nu lf 
There, take the letter; but make no 
note or comment till I mention it again.” 

sr of Cousin Harry seemed to 





me rather matter-of-fact, I must confess, 


till near the end, where he spoke of a lit- 
tle nosegay which he enclosed, and which 


would speak to her of dear old times. 
“ But where is the nosegay, aunty ?” 


With a beautiful flush, as if the sunset 


day were reddening the 


of that vanish 





sky of memory, she drew a small packet 
it I found a 


withered rose-bud tied up with a shriv- 


from her bosom, and in 


elled sprig of mignonette. 


I am afraid that my Aunt Linny’s an- 


swer was a great deal more proper than 
I should have wished; and yet, with all 
its emph itie expressions of duty towards 


her father and the impossibility of leaving 
hing be- 


tween the lines which I could not read. 


him, there must have been somet 


I have since discovered that all such 
epistles have their real meaning con- 
cealed in some kind of more rarefied 
sympathetic ink, which betrays itself only 
under the burning hands of a lover. 
“So, then,” said Aunt Linny, as she 


[ December, 


was sealing this letter, “you see, Katy, 
that your romance has come to an un- 
tim ly end.” 

I turned round her averted face with 


both my hands, and looked in her eyes 


till she blushed and laugh« 


herself. 





“My knowledge of symptoms is not 
large,” said I, “but I have a conviction 


that his health will now endure a north- 


ern climate.” 
“ Let’s talk no more of this!” said she, 
aside with a gentle gravity, 
ked my nonsense But as I 








day, the slight st ie pression 
ol spl its I shrew lly ruessed that our 
anticipations of the result were not very 
dissimilar 
I next return post brought, not the 
expected letter, but our hero himself. I 
was really amazed at the change in his 
p Lrance Erect, elasti his face ra- 


diant with expression, he looked years 
ht 
at 


younger than at his first arrival. I cau 
‘ 


. ’ 1 
Aunt Linny’s eloq ue nt giance of surprise 


| 
and pleasure as they met. For a mo- 


‘ dream stood 


ment the bridal pair of n 





living before me; then vanished even 
more suddenly than that fancy show of 


When we again met, 


two or three hours after, my aunt’s se- 





rene smile and dewy eye s told me that 


all was right. 


In a month the wedding took place, 
and the “ happy pair” started off on a 
few weeks’ excursion. As I was helping 
my aunt exchange her bridal for her 
travelling attire, I whispered, “ What 
say you to my doctrine of first love, 
aunty ?” 

“ That it finds its best refutation in my 
experience. No, believe me, dearest 
Katy, the true jewel of life is a spirit 
that can rule itself, that can subject even 
the strongest, dearest impulses to reason 
and duty. Without it, indeed,” she add- 
ed, with a soft earnestness, “ affection to- 
wards the worthiest object becomes an un- 
worthy sentiment. And besides, Kate,” 


—here her eye gleamed with girlish mirth 
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—* you see, if I had made love my all, I 
should have missed it all. Not even Cousin 


Harry’s constancy would have been proof 





against a withered, whining, sentimental 


old maid.” 
“ Well, you will allow that it’s a great 
If you 


doctrine, it turns out a mere delusion; if 


paradox, aunty! believe in my 


OUR BIRDS, 


AMONG our summer birds, the vast 
majority are but transient visitors, born 
and bred far to the northward, and re- 
The North, 
then, is their proper domicile, their legal 


turning thither every year. 


“place of residence,” which they have 
never renounced, but only temporarily 
desert, for special reasons. Their so- 
journ with us, or farther south, is merely 
an exile by stress of climate, like the 
flitting of the Southern planters from the 
rice-fields to the mountains in summer, 
or the pleasure tour or watering-place 
visit customary with the citizens of Bos- 
ton and New York. 

The lower orders, such as the hum- 
ming-bird with his insect-like stomach 
and sucking-tube, and so on up through 
the warblers and flycatchers, more strict- 
ly bound by the necessities of their life 


closely follow the sun, 


while the upper- 
ten-thousand, the robins, cedar-birds, spar- 


rows, etc., like man, omnivorous in their 





diet. and their attendant chevaliers d’in- 
dusirie, the rapacious birds, allow them- 
selv« 


s greater latitude, and go and come 
occasionally at all 


general tending to the 


seasons, 


though in 
south in winter 
and north in summer. But precedence 
before all is due to permanent residents, 
with whom our intercourse is not of this 
transitory and fair-weather sort. Such 
are the crow, the blue jay, the chicka- 
dee, the partridge, and the quail, who 
may be called regular inhabitants, though 
perhaps all of them wander occasionally 
VOL. I. 14 


AND 


Our Birds, and their Ways. 209 


you don’t believe in it, ’tis sure to come 
true.” 

“Take care, then, and disbelieve in it 
with all your might!” said she, laughing, 
and kissing me, as we left her room,— 
A shadow 
seemed to fill it, as she passed the thresh- 


old. 


my room alone henceforth. 


THEIR WAYS. 


from district to Besides 
these, perhaps some of the hawks and 


owls remain here throughout the year. 


one another. 


But the species I have named are the 
only ones that occur to me as equally 
numerous at all seasons in the immedi- 
ate vicinity of Boston, and never out of 
town, whether you take the census in 
May or in January. 

In spite of our uninterrupted acquaint- 
ance with them, however, there are still 
many of the nearest questions concerning 
birds for which I 


cient answers. Even to the first question 


these find no suffi- 


—How do they get their living ?—there 
are only vague replies in the books. 
There is the crow, for example. I 
have seen crows in the neighborhood of 
Boston every week of the year, and in 
not very different numbers. My friend 
the ornithologist said to me 
“You will see 


soon as the ground is well covered with 


last winter, 
that they will be off as 
snow.” But on the contrary, when the 
snow came, and after it had lain deep 
on the fields for many days, I saw 
than béfore,- ly be 
they found it easier to get food in the 


f the 


more prol al 


cause 


neighborhood ( houses and culti- 


vated grounds. 
A crow must require certainly half a 
pound of animal food, or its equivalent, 


kee Dp 


I 


daily, in order to from starving. 
Yet they not only do not starve that I 
hear of, but seem to keep in as good case 


in winter as in summer, though what 
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they find to eat is not immediately ap- 
parent. The vague traditional sugges- 
tion of “carrion,” as of dead horses and 
the like, does not help us much. Some 
scraps doubtless may be left lying about, 
but 
hardly to be looked for in this neighbor- 


how rd. 


perhaps on a pinch a few berries, he may 


any reliable stores of this kind are 


A few scattered kernels of corn, 


pick up; though I suspect the crow is 
somewhat human in his tastes, and, be- 
sides animal food, affects only the cereals. 
Now 


and then a squirrel or a mouse may be 


The frogs are deep in the mud. 


had ; but they are mostly dozing in their 
holes. As for larger game, rabbits and 
the like, the crow is hardly nimble enough 
for them, nor are his claws well adapted 
for seizing ; anything of this kind he will 
scarcely get, except as the leavings of 
the weasel or skunk. These he will not 
refuse ; different 


species from the carrion crow of Europe, 


for though he is of a 


with whom he was formerly confounded, 
yet he is of similar, though perhaps less 
extreme, tastes as to his food. But when 
the ground is freshly covered with snow, 
all supplies of this sort would seem to be 
Yet 


ever found a starved crow, or even saw 


cut off, for the time at least. who 
one driven by hunger from any of his 
1? He is the 


same alert, vivacious, harsh-tongued 





acc ustomed cauno ever 
van- 
derer over the white fields as over the 
summer meadows. 

A partial solution of the mystery is to 
habit which the bird has 


the crow kind, 


be found in the 


in common with most of 





of depositing 


of safety for future use. A 


that I saw last year was constantly em- 


any surplus food in a place 
tame crow 
ployed in this way. As soon as his hun- 
ger was satisfied, if a piece of meat was 
given to him, he flew off to some remote 
spot, and there covered it up with twigs 
the 


were full of these caches of his. 


woods 
Bits 


he was too well- 


and leaves. I was told that 


of bread and the like 
fed 


generally vo throu 


to care much about, but he would 


} 





the form of covering 
them, at your very feet, with a little rub- 
bish, not taking the trouble to hide them. 
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Meanwhile his hunting went on as if he 
still had his living to get, and he would 
watch for field-mice, or come flying in 
from the woods with a squirrel swinging 


from his claws, either for variety’s sake, 


or because he had really forgotten the 
stores he had laid up. Scattered maga- 
zines of this kind, established in times of 
accidental plenty, may render life dur- 
ing our winters possible to the crow. 

muuld he give himself so 


much trouble to 


But why sh 
ibsist here, when a few 
hours’ work with those broad wings would 
bear him to a land of tropical abundance ? 
The crow, it seems, is not a mere eating 
and drinking machine, drawn hither and 
thither by the balance of supply and 
his motives of another 


demand, but has 


sort. Is it, perhaps, some local attach- 
srook- 
loath 
than another to quit that nerghborhood,— 
akin to that 
keeps the Greenlanders slowly 
] that 


cold 


ment, so that a crow hatched in 


line, for example, would be more 


a sort of crow patriotism, 
which 
starving of and hunger on 
awful coast of theirs. 

It is not probable, however, that the 
crow allows himself to suffer much from 
these causes; he is far too knowing for 
that, and shows his position at the head 


ot 





1¢ bird kind by an almost total eman- 


cipation from si 





and by the facility with wl 





himself to 


works 


special cases. Instinct 


by formulas, which, as it were, make up 


the animal, so that the ant and the bee 


are atoms of incarnate constructiveness 


and acquisitiveness, and else. 





And as intelligence, whe action is 


too narrowly concentrated. whether upon 


pin-making or money-making, tends to 
derenerate into mere instinct——so in- 


stinct, when it begins to and 


compare, 


to except, 


and to vary its action accord- 
shows itself in the 
This 


marks the superiority of the crow over 


ine to circumstances, 


act of passing into intelligence. 


birds it often resembles in its actions. 


Most birds are wary. The crow is wary, 


and something more. Other shy birds, 


for instance ducks, avoid every strang 


object. The crow considers whether 














n 


be 


anything danger 
An 


10t keep our crow from anything 


ness. 





- 
ordinary SC 


a little risk. He fathoms the 
row, compares its behavior, under 
is circumstances, with that of the 


‘Yr Of its 


rarments, and decides 


To protect his corn, 


advantage of this very 


iveness, and stretches round the 
simple line, nothing in itself, but 
¢ at some undevelopt 1 mischief 
the bird cannot penetrate. 


: : ‘ ‘ - 
in, the crow is sometimes looked 


is a mere marauder; but this de- 
a - ae aT 

hh aiso is much too narrow ior iil. 

inxious only for his dinner, and 





vs seed-corn and noxious grubs 

perfect impartiality. He is not a 

} te, living by plunder alone, but 

< Phoenician sea-farer, 

rm itly hone st or robb ras occa- 

ves ind robber not from fierce- 

lisposition, but merely from utter 
sness as to means. 

wn in his docility. A hawk 

is never tamed, but a crow is 

easil} and completely tamable than 

st singing-bird. The one [ 

ist spoke 1 of, though har lly six 

n the nest, would allow him- 

v handled by his owner, and 





te view of the stranger. Next 


ume aware, when but half 
. + 4 |- 41 
sort of mewing sound in the 


looking around, 





1e window, wl 


ich opened 


Vy new acquaintance perch- 





which was at the 


his head from side to 





rough the glass 


me 


ueer contortions and ges- 


incing-master, and 


me of some 





sion of croakings, 


succes 


1, now low, « vidently bent upon 
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When he had 


with loud, joyous 


attracting my attention. 


succeeded, he flew off 


caws to the top of the house, where I 


heard him rolling nuts from 


r acorns 
the ridge, and flying to catch them before 
they fell off. 


Their independence of seasons is shown 
also in their habit 


bit 





of associating in about 
In 


the flocks are more noticeable, 


eq 1al numbers throughout the vear. 


the sprin 


hovering about some grove of pines, fly- 


ing straight up in the air and swooping 
down again with an uninterrupted cawing, 


seemingly a sort of crow ball, with a 


view to match-making. Afterwards they 


become more silent, and apparently more 


solitary, but still fly out to their feeding- 


grounds morning and evening; and if 


you sit down in the woous near one of 


their nests, the uneasy choking chuckle, 


ending at last in the outright e: 


ving ot 





the disturbed owner, will generally be 


point, and CI 






answered from 


every 


aiter crow come edging up trom tree to 


tree to see what is the matter. 


Though all of the ¢ ibe are no- 


torious for their harsh voices, yet if the 
mimicry | 


power ot e considered as a 


} 





m irk of supe riority, the crow 


1as 


to high rank in this department 


The 


are birds of this f 





closest imitators of the human voi 





wr Instance, the 


Mino bird. Our crow also is a vocal 


mimic, and that not in the matter-of- 
course way of the mocking-bird, ut, as 
it were, more ind lual and 
ous. He is not merely an i 








a better one as regards tone,) nor of 
other birds, like the thrushes, but com- 
bines both. The tame crov idy 
mentioned very r ly undertook ex- 
tempore imitations of words, and with 





considerable success. I once heard a 
crow imitate the warbling of a small bird, 
in a tone so entirely at variance with his 


ordinary voice, that, though assured by 


who had heard him bef 


me 


was a crow and nothing 





on the clearest proot that I 
myself of the fact. It seemed to be quite 


an original and individual performance. 
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The blue jay is a near relative of the 
crow, and, like him, omnivorous, harsh- 
voiced, predaceous, a robber of birds’ 
nests ; so that if you hear the robins dur- 
ing their nesting-time making an unusual 
clamor about the house, the chances are 
you will get a glimpse of this brilliant 
marauder, sneaking away with a troop of 
His usual 
harsh scream, but he has some low flute- 
The 


presence of a hawk, or more particularly 


them in pursuit. voice is a 


like notes not without melody. 


an owl in the woods, is often made known 
by the screaming of the jays, who flock 
together about him with ever-increasing 
noise, like a troop of jackals about a lion, 
pressing in upon him closer and closer 
in a paroxysm of excitement, while the 
owl, thus taken at disadvantage, sidles 
along his bough seeking concealment, 
and at length softly flaps off to some 
more undisturbed retreat. 

The blue jay is a shy bird, but he is 


enough of a crow to take a risk where 


anything is to be had for it, and in winter 
will come close to the house for food. In 
his choice of a nesting-place he seems at 
first sight to show less than his usual cau- 
tion; for, though the nest is a very con- 
spicuous one, it is generally made in a 
pine sapling not far from the ground, and 
often on a path or other opening in the 
woods. But perhaps, in the somewhat 


remote situations where he builds, the 
danger is less from below than from birds 
of prey sailing overhead. I once found 
a blue jay’s nest on a path in the woods 
somewhat frequented by me, but not of- 
ten trodden by any one else, and passed it 
twice on different days, and saw the bird 


] 


sitting, but took some pains not to alarm 


her. The next time, and the next, she 


was not there; and on examination I 
found the nest empty, though with no 
There 


was not time for the eggs to have hatche d, 


marks of having been robbed. 
and it was plain, that, finding herself ob- 
served, she had carried them off. 

As a general thing, the severity of our 
winters does not seem much to affect the 
birds that stay with us. I have found 
chickadees and some of the smaller spar- 
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rows apparently frozen to death, but the 
bloc rd 


in doubt whether some 


extravasation of usual in such 
cases leaves us 
accident may not have first disabled the 


bird ; 


found in winter than in summer, it may 


and if dead birds are more often 


be only that the body kee ps longer, and, 
from the absence of grass and leaves, and 
the white covering of the ground, is more 
readily seen. At all events, such speci- 
mens are not usually emaciated, and 
sometimes they are in remarkably good 
ease, which, considering the rapid cir- 
culation and the corre sponding waste of 
the body, shows that the cold had not 
affected their activity and their power 
of obtaining food. 

The truth is, that birds are remarkably 
well guarded against cold by their quick 
circulation, their dense covering of down 
which 

The 
, 


ly as in clear, 


and feathers, and the ease with 


they can protect their extremities. 


chickadee is never so live 


cold weather ;—not that he is absolutely 


insensible to cold; for on those days, rare 
in this neighborhood, when the mercury 
falls to fifteen degrees or more below 
zero, the chickadee shows by his behav- 
ior that he, too, feels it to be an excep- 
tional state of things. Of such a morning 
I have seen a small flock of them col- 
lected on the sunny side of a thick hem- 
lock, rather silent and quiet, with ruffled 
plumage, like balls of gray fur, waiting, 
with an occasional chirp, for the sun’s 
up, 


not depressed, but only a 


rays to begin to warm them and 


meanwl 
little 


ready, if the cold continued, to get used 


ile 


sobered in their deportment, and 


to that too. 

The matter of food-supply during the 
winter for the smaller birds is more easily 
understood than in the case of the crow. 
The seeds of grasses and the taller sum- 
al 





mer flowers, and of the birches, 


and maples, furnish supplies that are not 
interfered with by cold or snow; also 


the buds of various trees and shrubs,— 
for the buds do not first come into ex- 
istence in the spring, as our city friends 
suppose, but are to be found all winter. 
Nor is insect-life suspended at this sea- 
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son to the extent that a careless observer 
} - 


ered NOOK, 


might suppose. A sunny, shelt 


at any time during the winter, will show 
you a Vv riety of two-winged flies, and 
several sp ies of spiders, often in con- 
siderable abundance, and as brisk as 
ever. And the numbers of eggs and 
larvee, and of the lurking tenants of crev- 
ices in tree-bark and dead wood, may be 
guessed by the incessant and assuredly 
not aimless activity of the chickadees and 
gold-crests and their associates. 

This winter activity of the birds ought 
to be taken into account by those who 
accuse them of mischief-doine in summer. 
In winter, at least, no mischief can be 
done; there is no fruit to steal; and even 
sap-sucking, if such a practice at any 
time be not altogether fabulous, certainly 
cannot be earried on now. Nothing can 
be destroyed now except the farmer's 
enemies, or at best neutrals. Yet the 
birds keep at work all the time. 

The only bird that occurs to me as a 


} {Toopop f' 


trom 


amine in the win- 


limited 





it e of all our birds t only 
Enon uk chen Car le eon 
CS | ie) , Le , (Ul i \ | 


tionally.) but it does not even wander 
mu h the same covey keeping all the 
year, and even year after year, to the 
same feeding-ground. Nor does it ever 
seek its food upon trees, like the par- 
tridge, but solely upon the ground. 

The quail is our nearest representative 


of the common barn-vard fowl. This it 
. ° 


resembles in many respects, and among 





others. in its hal of going a-foot, ex- 





cent when the covey crosses from one 





feeding or roosting ground to another, or 

whe he co bird mounts upon a rail- 

fer or stone-wall to sound his call in 

the sy ring. This pe rsistence exposes 
I 

the quail to hardship when the ground 


is covered with snow, and the fruit of the 


skunk-cabbage and all the berries and 





grain are inaccessible. He takes refuge 
at such times in the smilax-thickets, 
whose dense, matted covering leaves 


an open feeding-ground below. But a 


snowy winter always tells upon their 


numbers in any neighborhood. Whole 


coveys are said to have been found dead, 
frozen stiff. under the bush where they 
had huddled together for warmth; and 
even before this extremity, their hard- 
ships lay them open to their enemies, 
and the fox and the weasel, 
} 


and the far 


ox-trap, destroy them 


mer’s boy with his 





by wholesale. The deep snows of 1856 
and 1857 have nearly exterminated them 
hereabouts; and I was told at Ver- 
cennes, in Vermont, that there were 


quails there manv years ago, but that 


thev had now entirely « isappeared. 
The appearance und disappear ince of 
species within our experience teach us 


that Nature’s lists are not filled once for 


all. but that the ch 





ges which geology 
shows in past ages continue into the 
present. Som« times we can trace the 
immed e cause, or rather occasion, as 
in the ease of the quail’s congeners, the 
ouse, and the wild turkey, 

inhabitants of all parts of 
the State in the early times. The pin- 
nated crouse has been seen near Boston 
within the present century. but is now 
exterminated. I believe. except in Mar- 
tha’s Vineyard. The wild 


to be found not long since in Berkshire, 


turkey was 


but probably it has become extinct there 
too. Sometimes. for no reason that we 
can see, certain species forsake their 
old abodes, as the purple martin, which 
+} 


within the last quarter-century has re- 
i 


ceded some twenty miles from the sea- 





board.—or appear where they were be- 
= the cliff swallow. which 
rhborhood of the 
Rocky Mountains, but within ut the 


fore unknown. 


was first seen in th 





n 





same space of time has become as com- 
mon hereabouts as any of the genus. 


In ex umples so conspit uous the move- 





ment is obvious eno but in the case 
of rarer species, for instance, the olive- 
sided fiveatcher, who can te ll wl ether, 
when first observed, it was new to nat- 


uralists merely, or to this part of the 





cour , or to the earth generally ? The 


distinction sometimes made in such cases 
between accidental influences and the 


ul of nature is a superficial 





one. The regular course of nature is in 
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itself a series of accidental influences ; 
that is, the particular occasion is subser- 
vient to a general law with which it 
does not seem at first sight to have any 
connection. A severe winter may be 
sufficient to kill the quails, just as the 
ancient 


morass was suflicient to drown 


the mastodon. But the question is, why 
these causes began to operate just at 
these times. We may as well stop with 
the evident fact, that the unresting cir- 
culation is forever going on in the uni- 
verse. 

But if the quail, who is here very near 
his northern limits, has a hard time of it 
in the winter, and is threatened with such 
“removal” as we treat the Indians to, 
his relative, the partridge, our other gal- 
linaceous or hen-like bird, is of a tougher 


fibre, as you see when you come upon 


his star-like tracks across the path, ¢ ivht 





or nine inches apart, 


and deep in the snow, or closer together 


amone the bushes, where he stret 


for barberries or buds, and ending on 
parallel 


either side with a series of fine 


cuts, where the = sha 


struck the 


snow as he rose, a it tu 
knows how to 
find both 
food and shelte r in the evergreens, when 
the 


There, in som > glad 
ere, In some sunny giade 


of vigor and success. He 


take care of himself, and to 


snow lies fresh upon the ground. 


among the 





pines, he will ensconce self in the 


thickest branches, and whir of 





as you 





come near, sailing down the opening 


with his body balancing from side to 


side. 


The partridge is altogether a wilder 


and more solitary bird than the quail, 


and does not frequent cultivated fields, 
his nest in tl as the 


nor make orchard, 


qu iil does, but pref rs the shelf of 


some 


} t} } } 
unaer the shad 


rocky ledge 


pines in remote woods. He is one of t 


few birds found in the forest; for it is 


1 


a mistake to suppose that birds abound 


. or avoid the neighborhood 
On the 


days and weeks in our 


° . . 
in th torest 


of man. contrary, you may pass 


northern woods 


without seeing more than half a dozen 


species, of which the partrid 


e€ is pretty 
i . 
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sure to be one. All 


numbers 


birds increase in 
about settlements——even the 
bird 
} 


Hence, no doubt, has arisen the 


crow, though he is a forest too. 
notion 
that the crow (supposed to be of the 
same species with the European) made 
his appearance in this country first on 
the Atlantic coast, and gradually spread 
westward, passing through the State of 
New York about the time of the Revolu- 
tion. I was told some years since by a 
resident of Chicago, that the quails had 
increased eight-fold in that vicinity since 
The fact is, that the 
bird population, like the human, in the 


absence of 


he came there. 


counteracting causes, will 
continue to expand in precise ratio to 


the supply of food. 


The partridg 


eC goes 
farther north 
found throughout the 
With us he 
eround, but 

lower level. At the White Mountains, 


this species and of the 


than the quail, and is 
United States 
high 


northward he keeps at a 


affects and rocky 


the revions of 





Canada grouse or spruce partric ve are 


as well defined in heieht as those of the 
maples and the “black growth.” Still 
north I 


partridge frequents the lowest marshy 


} 2 


farther have rved that our 
ground, thus equalizing his climate in 
every latitude. 

few of our land-birds that 
flock tovether in 


are solitary in winter, 


There are 
summer, and few that 
none that I recol- 
And not only 
e, but 
iys found 
: the vold- 
usted 


constantly, the 


leet, except birds of prey. 
do birds of the same kind associat 
ies are almost alw 
Thus, the chickades 


wren, the white-bré 


certain sper 
tovether. 
en-crested 


hatch, 


creeper and the downy woodpecker, form 


nut- 


less brown 


and, 


a little winter eli do not 





, of which you 
members without 
No sound in 


nature more cheery and refreshing 


often see one of the 


one or more of the others. 
than 
the alternating calls of a little troop of this 
kind echoing through 


woods 


the ol ides of the 
on a still, sunny day in winter: 
chickadee 


the vivacious chatter of tl 


the slender, contented pipe of the eold- 
crest, bu in ss-like 


and the emphatic, 


hank of the nuthatch, as they drift leis- 
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he season of holiday 


irely along from to tree. 


win seems to be t 


enjoyment to the chickadee, and he is 
never so evidently and conspicuously 


In 


withdraws to the thickets, and 


contented as in very cold weather. 
summer he 
becomes less noisy and active. His plu- 
mage becomes dull, and his brisk note 
changes to a fine, delicate péé-pé-wy, or 
oftenest a mere whisper. They are so 
much less noticeable at this season that 
one might suppose they had followed 
their gold-crest companions to the North, 
as some of them doubtless do, but their 
nests are not uncommon with us. Fear- 
less as the chickadee is in winter,—-so fear- 
less, that, if you stand still, he will alight 
upon your head or shoulder,—in summer 
he becomes cautious about his nest, and 
ill desert it, if They 


Wi much watched. 
build here, generally, in a partly decayed 


white-birch or apple-tree, excavating a 


hol hteen inches or 





two feet deep,— 





1 
tue 


chi 


short distance, so as not to betray the 


ps being carefully carried off a 


workman,—and lining the bottom of it 
with a felting of soft materials, generally 


rabbits’ fur, of which I have taken from 
one hole as much as could be conven- 


hand. 


1 ° 1 


Besides the species that we regularly 


iently grasped with the 


count upon in winter, there are more or 





; : ee a 
less irregular visitors at this season, some 


em summer birds also,—as the purple 


finch, cedar-bird, gold finch, robin, the 


flicker, or 


pigeon woodpecker, and the 


yellow-bellied and hairy woodpeckers. 


Others. again, linger on from the autumn, 


and sometimes through the winter,—as 


the 


row 


snow-bird, song-sparrow, tree-spar- 


Sull others are seen only in winter, 
larks, the cross- 


—as the brown and shore 


bills, 


redpolls, snow-buntings, pine gros- 
ae on ’ 
beak, and some of the hawks and owls; 
and of these some are merely accidental, 


—as the pine gsrosbeak, which in 1836 ap- 


peared here in great numbers in October, 





and remained until May. This beautiful 


and gentle bird (a swe 
: : 


qagouvtiess a 





t songster too) is 


‘ BAT 
permanent resiaent within 
the United States, for I have en 


the White Mountains in August. 


them at 
What 
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impels them to these occasional wander- 
ings it is difficult to guess; it is obvious- 
ly not mere stress of weather ; for in 
1836, as I have remarked, they came 
early in autumn and continued resident 
until late in the spring; and their food, 
being mainly the buds of resinous trees, 
must have been as easy to get ¢ isewhere 
as here. Their coming, like the crow’s 
staying, is a mystery to us. 

I have spoken only of the land-birds ; 
but the position of our city, so embraced 
by the sea, affords unusual opportuni- 


All 


winter long, from the most crowded thor- 


ties for observing the sea-birds also. 


oughfares of the city, any one, who has 
to i 


leisure enough raise his eyes over 
> 3 . -— ee 
the level of the roofs to the tranquil ar 


above, may see the gulls passing to and 
the flats 
mouth of Charles The 


fro between harbor and the 


at the 
gulls, and particularly that cosmopolite, 


River. 


the herring gull, are met with in this 
neighborhood throughout the year, though 
in summer most of them go farther north 
to breed. 


you may see them high in the air over 


On astill, sunny day in winter, 


the river, calmly soaring in wide circles, 
a hundred perhaps at a time, or pluming 
themselves leisurely on the edge of a hole 


in the ice. When the wind is violent 


from the west, they come in over the city 


from the bay outside, strong-winged and 


undaunted, breasting the gale, now high, 


now low, but always working to wind- 


ward, until they reach the shelter of the 


inland waters. 

In the spring they come in greater 
numbers, and other species arrive: the 
saddle-back, from the similarity 


great 
of coloring almost to be mistaken for 


the white-headed eagle, as he sits among 


the broken ice at the edge of the chan- 


nel; and the beautiful little Bonaparte’s 
gull. 
The ducks, too, still resort to our river- 
The ducks, t ll 


mouth, in spite of the railroads and the 


tall chimneys by which their old feed- 


crounds are surrounded. As long as 





channel is see the 


open, you may 
in extended 


ight 


1 
oS 


colden-eyes, or “ whistlers,” 


only as a row of br 
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specks, as their white breasts rise and 
fall on the waves; and farther than 
you can see them, you may hear the 
whistle of their wings as they rise. 
Spring and fall the “black ducks” still 
come to find the brackish waters which 
they like, and to fill their crops with the 
seeds of the eel-grass and the mixed 
food of the flats. In the late twilight 
you may sometimes catch sight of a flock 


speeding in, silent and swift, over the 





lill-dam, or hear their sonorous quack- 


ing from their feeding-ground. 





At least, these things were,—and not 


long since,—though I cannot answer for a 
year or two back. The birds long retain 
the tradition of the old place 3, and strive 
to keep their hold upon them; but we are 
building them out year by year. The 
ks of teal by 
the “Green Stores” on the Neck ; but 
the teal and the “ Stores” are gone, and 
perhaps the last black duck has quacked 


] 
i 


memory is still fresh of flo 


on the river, and the last whistler taken 
his final flight. ‘ 


yet old men, have killed “ brown-backs” 


Some of us, who are not 


and “ yellow-legs ” on the marshes that 


lie lc ng to the west and so ith ot he city, 


g h 
now cut up by the railroads; and you 
may yet see from the cars an occasional 
lo ig] ooted individual, whose hop s still 
li e on the tales of the past, stalking 
through the sedge with “superfluous 
gun,” or patiently watching his troop of 

ont -l¢ geged wooden dec oys. 
The sea keeps its own climate, and 
ill 


keeps its highways open, after all on the 


land is shut up by frost. The sea-birds 


accordingly, seem to lead an existence 
more independent of latitude and of 
seasons. In midwinter, when the sea- 


shore watering jlaces are forsaken by 
i 


men, you may find Nahant or Nantasket 








[I ye cember, 


3each more thronged with bipeds of this 





sort than by the fea herless kind in sum 
mer. The Long Beach of Nahant at 


that season is lined sometimes by an al- 





most continuous flock of sea-dueks, and a 
constant passing and repassing are kept 
up between Lynn Bay and the surf out- 
side. 

Early of a winter’s morning at Nantas- 
ket I once saw a flock of geese, many 
hundreds in number, coming in from the 
B ly to cross the land in their line of mi- 
gration. They advanced with a vast, ir- 


recular front extending far along the 





horizon, their multitudinous honking soft- 
ened into music by the distance. As 
they neared the beach the clamor in- 
creased and the line broke up in appar- 
ent confusion, circling round and round 
for some minutes in what seemed aimless 
uncertainty. Gradually the cloud of 
birds resolved itself into a number of 
open triangles, each of which with its 


dee 


per-voiced leader took its way in- 
land; as if they trusted to their gen- 
a ] 


eral sense of direction while flying over 


the water, but on col ling to encoun- 





} 


ter the dangers of the land, preferred to 
delegate the responsibility. This done, 
; if he is shot, 


it is said the whole flock seem bewil- 


all is left to the leader 


dered, and often alight without regard 


to pla e or to their safety. The selec- 


tion of the leader must therefore be a 
matter of deliberation with them; and 
this, no doubt, was going on in the 
flock I saw at Nantasket during their 
pause at the edge of the beach. The 
leader is prol LD1y lw tys an old bird. 
I have noticed sometimes that his honk- 
—" } 


ore § ly and in a deeper tone, 


answered in a higher key 


a q is 
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THE 


For the first time in the history of the 
English dominion in India, its power has 
been shaken from within its own posses- 
What- 


upon it 


sionS. and by its own subjects. 


ever attacks have been made 
heretofore have been from without, and 
its career of conquest has been the result 
But 


threatens it, 


now no 
and the 


English in India have found themselves 


to which they have led. 


external enemy 


ce) 


uddenly and unexpectedly engaged in a 


hand-to-hand strugcle 


with a portion of 
their subjects, not so much for dominion 
as for life. 


Warnings, indeed, of the coming storm; 





There had been signs and 


but the feeling of security in possession 
and 
wert 


the confidence of moral strength 
so strong, that the sions had been 
neglected and the warnings disregarded. 

No one in our time has played the 


part of 


and vehemence than the lat 


foresight 


Sir Charles 


Cassandra with mor 





Napier He saw the quarter in which 
th rm was gathering, and he afl 
ed that it was at hand. In 1850, after 


a short period of service as commander- 


in-chief of the forces in India, he re- 
signed his place, owing to a difference 


between himself 


and immediately afterwards pre pared a 


and the government, 


memoir in justification of his course, ac- 





yanied with remarks upon the gen- 


eral administration of affairs in that 

count It was written with all his ac- 
° “ae . : 

cu d clearness of mind, vigor of ex- 








pre ssion, and intensity of personal fee] 
= } 


it it was not published until after his 





when 
oS 


death, which took place in 1853, 





ypeared under the editorship of hi 

her, Lieutenant-General Sir W. F. P. 

er, with the title of “ Defects, Civil 
li 


and Military, of the Indian Government.” 





Its interest is greatly enhanced when 
reau by the light of recent events. It is 
in great part oceupied with a narrative 
of the exhibition of a mutinous spirit 


h appeared in 1849 in some thirty 





poy battalions, in regard to a reduc- 
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tion of their pay, and of the means taken 
On the third 


page is a sentence which read now is of 


to check and subdue it. 


terrible import: “Mutiny with [among ?] 
} L 
the Sepoys is the most formidable danger 
Indi And a 
few pages farther on occurs the following 
“The abl 
experienced civil and military servants 
of the East India 


mutiny as one of the createst, if not the 


menacing our n empire.” 


st and most 





striking pass: 








Company consider 


ereatest danger thre iteni India,—a 





danger also that may come unexpect- 
edly, and, if the first symptoms be not 
carefully treated, with a power to shake 
Leadenhall.” 


The anticipated mut 





its first symptoms were treated 


I 


want of judgment, and its 





ing the whole fabric of the English rule 
in India. 
One day toward the end of January 
last, a workman employed in the maga- 
t Barra 


about seventeen miles 


zine é 


} . ‘ +; , 
Kpore, an im portant station 


Calcutta, 


from 


stopped to askk a S poy for some water 
from his drinking-vessel. Being refused, 
because he was of low caste, and his 
touch would dk the vessel, he said, 





‘What caste 
who bite pig’s orease and cow’s fat on 
the 


intro- 


with a sneer, are you of, 


your cartridges?” Practice with 
new Enfield rifle 
duced, and the cartri 


for use in 


had just been 





lore Ss were greased 


order not to foul the gun. 





The rumor “ad. among the Sepoys that 
there was a trick played upon them,— 
that this was but a device to poll ite them 
and destroy their caste, and the first 
step towal 1 a general and forcible con- 


] 


soldiers to 





version of the 


The 


which this 


Christianity. 
croundlessness of the idea upon 
afforded 
y reception, nor 


he design attribu- 


alarm was founded 
no hindrance to its rea 
was the absurdity of t 
ted to the ruling powers apparent to the 
obscured and timid intellect of the Se- 


poys. The consequences of loss of caste 
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are so feared,—and are in reality of so 
trying a nature,—that upon this point 
the sensitiveness of the Sepoy is always 
extreme, and his suspicions are easily 
aroused. Their superstitious and relig- 
ious customs “ interfere in many strange 
ways with their military duties.” “ The 
brave men of the 35th Native Infantry,” 
says Sir Charles Napier, “lost caste be- 
cause they did their duty at Jelalabad ; 
that is, they fought like soldiers, and 
ate what could be had to sustain their 


” 


strength for battle. gut they are under 
a double rule, of religious and of mili- 
tary discipline,—and if the two come into 
conflict, the latter is likely to give way. 
The discontent at Barrackpore soon 
manifested itself in ways not to be mis- 
taken. There were incendiary fires with- 
in the lines. It was discovered that mes- 
sengers had been sent to regiments at 
other stations, with incitements to insub- 
ordination. The officer in command at 
Barrackpore, General Hearsay, addressed 
the troops on parade, explained to them 
that the cartridges were not prepared 
with the obnoxious materials supposed, 
and set forth the groundlessness of their 
suspicions. The address was well re- 
ceived at first, but had no permanent 
effect. The ill-feeling spread to other 
troops and other stations. The govern- 
ment seems to have taken no measure 
of precaution in view of the impend- 


ing trouble, and contented itself with 





despatching telegraphic messages to the 
more distant stations, where the new 


rifle-practice was being introduced, or- 





that the native troops were “to 
have no practice ammunition served out 
to them, but only to watch the firing of 
the Europeans.” On the 26th of Feb- 
ruary, the 19th regiment, then stationed 
at Be rhampore, refused to receive the 
cartridges that were served out, and 
were prevented from open violence only 


by the presence of a superior English 


force. After great delay, it was de- 


termined that this regiment should be 


disbanded. The authorities were not 


even yet alarmed; they were uneasy, 


but even their uneasiness does not seem 








[ December, 


to have been shared by the majority of 
the English residents in India. It was 
not until the 3d of April that the sen- 
tence passed upon the 19th regiment was 
executed. The affair was dallied with, 
and inefficiency and dilatoriness pre- 
vailed everywhere. 

But meanwhile the disaffection was 
spreading. The order for confining the 
use of the new cartridges to the Euro- 
peans seems to have been looked upon 
by the native regiments as a confirma- 
tion of their suspicions with regard to 
them. The more daring and evil-dis- 
posed of the soldiers stimulated the 
alarm, and roused the prejudices of 
their more timid and unreasoning com- 
panions. No general plan of revolt 
seems to have been formed, but the ma- 
terials of discontent were gradually be- 


ing concentrated; the inflammable S} irits 
of the Sepoys were ready to burst into a 
blaze. Strong and judicious measures, 


} 
} 


promptly put into action, might even 


4 
now have a layed the excitement and 
dissipated the danger. But the imbecile 
commander-in-chief was enjoying him- 
self and shirking care in the mountains; 
and Lord Canning and his advisers at 
Calcutta seem to have preferred to allow 
the troops to take the initiative in their 
own way. Generally throughout North- 
ern India the common routine of affairs 
went on at the different stations, and the 


1 
li 


l-feeling and insubordination amon 
Sepoys scarcely distur lished 
} 


quiet and monotony of Anglo-Indian life 






d the esta 
But the storm was rising,—and the fol- 


lowing extracts from a letter, hitherto 





unpublished, written on the 30th of May, 


by an officer of great distinction, and 


now in high command before Delhi, will 


4 a = -. 
show the manner of its breaking. 
A fortnieht avo no community in the 
r id | oy : 
world could have been living in greater 


security of life and property than ours. 
Clouds there were that indicated to 


thoughtful minds a coming storm, and 





in the most dangerous quarter; but the 
actual outbreak was a matter of an hour, 
and has fi 


from Heaven,—sudden, 





illen on us li 








ee 





a 


etter ee 
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yet, terrible in its effects, and_ still 
spreading from place to pl we. I dare 
say you may have observed among the 


Indian news of late months, that here 
and there throughout the country mu- 
tinies of native regiments had been tak- 
il Z place. 1 he ) had, however, been iso- 
government thought 
id enough to check the spirit of dis- 
by disbanding the corps involv- 


failure of the remedy was, 





complete, and, instead of havy- 
ing to deal now with mutinies of sep- 
arate regiments, we stand face to face 
with a general mutiny of the Sepoy 
army of Bengal. To those who have 
thoucht most dee | ly of the perils of the 
English empire in India this has always 
seen | the monster one. 


to have been 


It was thoucht 





rded against by the 
strong ties of mercenary interest that 


ound the army to the state, and there 


VW ] ably but one ¢ ss ot f elings 
that v ild have been strong enough to 
have broken these ties,—those, namely, 


1 
“ 


wr prejudice. The 


. ° 
veneral mutiny was 


( » easte feelings, given by the 

introduction into the army of certain 

( idges said to have been prepared 
I 


with hoe’s lard and cow’s fat. The men 


must bite off th ends of these car- 
ti é so the Mal vetans are defiled 
by the unclean animal, and the Hindoos 


by the contact of the dead cow. Of 


course the « irtridges are tie prepared as 
stated, and they form the mere handle 
for desicning men to work with. The y 
are, I believe, equally innocent of lard 
und = fat but that a gene ul d ud of 
| Christianized has by s ‘ 
been created 1s v out 
¢] , there is still much tl “ 2 
t! pro s bv 1 h it has 
led into the Sepoy mind, and I 
t the government 1 if has any 
l torn m on tl ject 


n May] that tl oO t of the 

| Sf } pl el ( own 
I hood it Meerut Phe . 
diate cause was the punishment of 


Revolt. 


eichty -fiv 
alry, whe 


it jus Carti 


by a nati 


lmprisonm 


the men 


their com 





On 
of eveni 
out. Th 
fell upon 


or child, 


219 


e troopers ot the 3d Light Cav- 
had refused to use the obnox- 
idg« 3, and had been sentenced 
ve court-martial to ten years 
ent. On Saturday, the 9th, 
were put in i ms, in p nee of 
} 


rades, and n hed off to jail. 


day, the 10th, just at the time 


ng service, the mutiny broke 


ree regiments left their lines, 





every European, man, woman, 


they met or could find, mur- 


dered them all, burnt half the houses in 
the station, and, after working such a 
nicht of mischief and horror as devils 
might have delighted in, marched off to 





Delhi 





ments I 
On t! 
horrors 
imperial 
’ 
col ZZ 








r regi- 


for mutiny wer tationed. 
inction of the two brigades, the 
Mex \ re repeated in the 

1d every European who 

{ 1 was 1 red with re- 





be the only 
so no one 
red. Many, 
and, < fter 





ermes, suc- 


itions con- 


mutiny our lo- 


The coun- 


trv ro isin utt ( fusIo! Bands 
of robbers are murdering and plunder 
ing defenceless ople. Civil govern- 


ment h 
land. T 


and in 


is pri tically ceased from the 


mos I me irresolution 
ited in 
hiehest quarters. A full 





SOI ot 

month 1 elap f the mutineers 
ch 1 by ‘ ized resist- 
m ] ! 1 ( K OC- 
’ 1 \I ] lay 
s the f J 1 Dell scen 
no B } he 1 no British 

guns as yet 
As to the « it be all the 
} yr tl n It is not five 
oO h 1 f 1 r 
ten times tl 1 hat will change 
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the destiny of England in India. Though 
we small fracments of the great machine 
may fall at our posts, there is that vital- 


that will bound 


rtunes, and build 


ity in the English people 


stronger against mis 
up the da 


So far 


wed fabric anew. 





letter from which we have 
quoted.—It was not until the 8th of 
June that an English force appeared be- 
fore the walls of Delhi. For four weeks 
the n 


utineers had been left in undis- 
turbed possession of the city, a posses- 


sion which was of incalculable advan- 
tage to them by adding to their moral 
strength the prestige of a name which 
has always been associated with the 
sceptre of Indian empire. The mas- 
ters of Delhi are the masters not only of 
a city, but of a deeply rooted tradition 
of supremacy. The delay had told. 


nost every day in the latter half of 






z 
May was marked by a new mutiny in 


different military stations, widely sepa- 


rated from each other, throughout the 
North-Western Provinces and Bengal. 
The tidings of the possession of Delhi 
by the mutineers stimulated the daring 
madness of regiments that had been 
touched by disaffection. Some mutinied 


from mere panic, some from bitterness 





of hate. Some fled away quiet with 





their arms, to join the force that had now 
swelled to an army in the city of the 
Great Moghul ; Some repei ted the atrox i- 
ties of Meerut, and set up a separate 
standard of revolt, to which all the disaf- 
fected and all the worst characters of the 
district flocked, to gratify their lust for re- 
venge of real or fancied wrongs, or their 
baser Pp sions for plunder and unmean- 
ing cruelty. The malignity of a subtle, 
acute, semi-civilized race, unrestrained 
by law or by moral feeling, broke out in 
its most frightful forms. Cowardice pos- 
sessed of strengoth never wreaked more 
horrible sufferings upon its victims, and 
the bloody and barbarous annals of In- 
dian history show no more bloody and 
barbarous page. 

The course of English life in those 
stations where the worst cruelties and 


the bitterest sufferings have been in- 
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flicted on the unhappy Europeans has 
been for a long time so peaceful and un- 
disturbed, it has gone on for the most 
part in such pleasant and easy quiet and 
with such absolute security, that the 
agony of sudden alarm and unwarned 
violence has added its bitterness to the 
overwh Iming horror. It is not as in 
border settlements, where the inhabit- 
ants choose their lot knowing that they 
are exposed to the incursions of savage 
enemies,—but it is as if on a night in 
one of the most peat eful of long-settled 
towns, troops of men, with a sort of civ- 
ilization that renders their attack worse 
than that of savages, should be let loose 
lust and 
cruelty. The details are too recent, too 


to work their worst will of 


horrible, and as yet too broken and 





irre 





rl r, to be recounted here. 
Although, at the of the mw 
tineers from Delhi against the force that 


had at leneth arrived, a considerable ad- 





vantage was gained by the Europeans, 
this advantage was followed up by no 
decisive blow. The number of troops 


Ww 


as too small to attempt an assault 


St ¢ 





ag n army of thirty thousand men, 
each man of whom was a trained sok 
dier. The English force was unprovided 
with any sufficient siege battery. It 


could do little more than encamp, throw 





up intrenchments for its own defence, 
and wait for attacks to be made upon it, 


lly repulsed with 


—attacks which it usua 
great loss to the attackers. The month 
of June is the hottest month of the year 
at Delhi: the average height of the 
ing 92°. There, in such 


weather, the force must sit still, watch 


} 


the rmometet! 


the pouring in of reinforcements and 


su] plic s to the city which it was too 
small to invest, and hear fron day to 
day fresh tidings of disaster and revolt 
on every hand, tidings of evil which 
ther: could scar ely be any he pe of 
checking, until this central point of the 
mutiny had fallen before the British 
arms. A position more dispiriting can 
scarcely be imagined; and to all these 
causes for despond ney were added the 


incompetency and fatuity of the Indian 





ae 





oe 
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government, and the procrastination of 


the home government in the forwarding 


of the necessary reinforcements. 

Delhi has been often besieged, but 
seldom has a siege been laid to it 
that at first sight would have appeared 
more desperate than this. The city is 
strong in its artificial defences, and Na- 
ture lends her force to the native troops 
If they could hold 


1 the summer, September was 


within the walls. 
out throug! 
likely to be as great a general for them 
as the famous two upon whom the Czar 
relied in the Crimea. A wall of gray 
stone, strengthened by the modern sci- 
ence of English engineers, and nearly 
seven miles in circumference, surrounds 
the city upon three sides, while the 
fourth is defended by a wide offset of 
the Jumna, and by a portion of the high, 
embattled, red stone wall of the palace, 
which almost equals the city wall in 
strencth, and is itself more than a mile 
in length. Few cities in the East pre- 
sent a more striking aspect from without. 
Over the battlements of the walls rise the 


slender minarets and shining domes of 





ques, the pavilions and the tow- 
ers of the gates, the balustraded roofs of 
the higher and finer houses, the light 
foliage of acacias, and the dark crests of 
tall date-palms. It is a new city, only 
two hundred and twenty-six years old. 
Shah Jehan, its founder, was fond of 
splendor in building, was lavish of ex- 
pense, and was eager to make his city 
imperial in appearance as in name. The 
great mosque that he built here is the 
noblest and most beautiful in all India. 
Hi palace might be set in comparison 
with that of Aladdin; it was the fulfil- 
ment of an Oriental voluptuary’s dream. 
All that Eastern taste could devise of 
beauty, that Eastern lavishness could 
fancy of adornment, or voluptuousness 
jemand of luxury, was brought together 
and displayed here. But its day of 
spk ndor was not long; and now, instead 
of furnishing a home to a court, which, if 
wicked, was at least magnificent, it is the 
abode of demoralized pensioners, who, 


having lost the reality, retain the pride 


am 


and the vices of power. For years it has 
been utterly given over to dirt and to 
decay. Its beautiful halls and cham- 
bers, rich with marbles and mosaics, its 
“ Pearl” musjid, its delicious gardens, 
its shady summer-houses, its fountains, 
and all its walks and pleasure-grounds, 
are neglec ted, abused, and o cupied by 


the filthy retainers of an effete court. 





The city stands partly on the sandy bor- 
der of the river, partly on a low range 
of rocks. With its suburbs it may ccr- 
tain about one hundred and sixty thou- 
sand inhabitants, a little more than half 
of whom are Hindoos, and the remain- 
der nominally Mahometans, in creed. 
Around the wall stretches a wide, bar- 
ren, irregular plain, covered, mile after 
mile, with the ruins of earlier Delhis, and 
the tombs of the great or the rich men 
of the Mahometan dynasty. There is 
no other such monumental plain as this 
in the world. It is as full of traditions 
and historic memories as of ruins; and 
in this respect, as in many others, Delhi 
bears a striking resemblance to Rome,— 
for the Roman Campagna is the only field 
which in its crowd of memories may be 
compared with it, and the imperial city 
of India holds in the Mahometan mind 
much the same place that Rome occupies 
in that of the Christian. 

Before these pages are printed it is 
not unlikely that the news of the fall of 
Delhi will have reached us. The troops 
of the besic 





ers amounted in the middle 
of August to about five thousand five 
hundred men. Other troops near them, 
and reinforcements on the way, may by 
the end of the month have increased 
their force to ten thousand. At the last 
accounts a siege train was expected to 
arrive on the 3d of September, and an 
assault micht be made very shortly after- 
wards. But September is an unhealthy 
month, and there may be delays. Dehli 
door ust,—* Delhi is far off,” —is a favorite 
Indian proverb. But the chances are in 


favor of its being now in British hands.* 





* It is rnestly to be hoped that the offi- 
cers in command of the British force will not 


yield to the savage suggestions and incite- 
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With its fall the war will be virtually 
ended,—for the re onquest of the dis- 


turbed territories will be a matter of litth 





the aid 


ty, when undertaken witl 


of the twenty thousand English 





troops 





ho will arrive in India before the end 
of the year 


The settlement of the country, after 





es, cannot ex- 


pected to tak« we once: civil gov- 
ernment has been too much interrupted 
to resume immediately its ordinary oper- 
ation. But as this creat revolt has had in 


very sm ill ck ree the Cc 





iracter of a pop- 
ular rising, and as the vast mass of na- 
tives are in reneral not discontented with 
the Engli 





rule, order will be reéstab- 


ments of the E1 














fate of Delhi. ihe tone of teeling which has 
been shown in n l ; in England 
has be . Ind ninat 
cruelt 1 1 t ! ‘4 e€ 
f { ) i Mus man barbarities 
f Delhi and 
le 1 bri the 
lown to level of th 
sins ¢ out r great p 
the } 1 the gui nd not in- 
volve t cent. The strer of English 
rule in I 1 must be in her justice, in her 
Sev t in the for« l st 
vi { ASS s Lo des the city 
would t ) great o nents 
P . Y ¢ ld be 








when t Emperor burst into tears and en 


treated Nadir to spare his subjects.” 











[December, 








lished with comparative pid and the 
course of life will before many months 
resume much of its accust l t 

The struggle of th l l ar 
tious classes against h power 





will but have served to confi it. The 





menacing Enelish security in India will 





have 








npeared. ] | have 
learnt much from the trials she has had to 
pass through, and ess res 
will take pl we a fev 1 the 
constitution of the Indian ¥ nt 
there can be no doubt. But it is to be 





4 } + d . 
in the system of government, so much as 


of the character of exceptional individuals 


emploved to carry out that system, and 


of the native character itselfi—But on 
these points we do not propose now to 


enter. 
If the close of this revolt be not stained 


with retaliating cruelties, if English sol- 














diers remember mercy, then the whole 
history of this time will be a proud ad 
tion to the annals of England. 
though it will dis; incom} ncy 
and the folly of her s, it 
will show how these were remedied by 
the energy and spirit of in luals; it 
will tell of the da ind o itrv of 
her men, of their pa ient e1 lu I e. of 


their undaunted courage—and it will 
tell, too, with a voice full of tears, of the 


sorrows, and of the brave and tender 





dest and most touching memories. 
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SKIPPER IRESON’S RIDE. 


OF all the rides since the birth of time, 
Told in story or sung in rhyme,— 
On Apuleius’s Golden Ass, 
Or one-eyed Calendar’s horse of brass, 
Witch astride of a human hack, 

t 


Islam’s prophet on Al-Borik, 


The stra st ride that ever was sped 
Was Ireson’s out from Marblehead 
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 

By the women of Marblehead! 


Body of turkey, head of owl, 

Wings a-droop like a rained-on fowl, 
Feathered and ruffled in every part, 
Captain Ireson stood in the cart. 


Scores of women, old and young, 





Strong of muscle, and glib of tongue, 
Pushed and pulled up the rocky lane, 
Shouting and singing the shrill refrain: 

‘Here's Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
1 
I 


Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt 


By the women o’ Morble’ead !” 


Girls in bloom of cheek and lips, 
Wrinkled scolds with hands on hips, 
Wild-eyed, fre e-limbed, such as chase 
Bacchus round some antique vase, 
o 
Brief of skirt, with ankles bare, 
Loose of kerchief and loose of hair, 
With conch-shells blowing and fish-horns’ twang, 
Over and over the Menads sang: 
* Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
‘Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt 


By the women o’ Morble’ead !” 


Small pity for him! — He sailed away 
From a leaking ship in Chaleur Bay,— 
Sailed away from a sinking wreck, 

With his own town’s-people on her deck! 
‘Lay by! lay by!” they called to him. 
Back he answered, “ Sink or swim! 

Brag of your catch of fish again!” 

And off he sailed through the fog and rain! 





Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead! 
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Fathoms deep in dark Chaleur 

That wreck shall lie forevermore. 

Mother and sister, wife and maid, 

Looked from the rocks of Marblehead 

Over the moaning and rainy sea, 

Looked for the coming that might not be! 

What did the winds and the sea-birds say 

Of the cruel captain who sailed away ?— 
Old Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and feathered and carried in a cart 

By the women of Marblehead ! 


Through the street, on either side, 
Up flew windows, doors swung wide ; 
Sharp-tongued spinsters, old wives gray, 
freble lent the fish-horn’s bray. 
Sea-worn grandsires, cripple-bound, 
Hulks of old sailors run aground, 
Shook head, and fist, and hat, and cane, 
And cracked with curses the hoarse refrain : 
“ Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an corr’d in a corrt 
By the women o’ Morble’ead!” 


Sweetly along the Salem road 

Bloom of orchard and lilac showed. 

Little the wicked skipper knew 

Of the fields so green and the sky so blue. 
tiding there in his sorry trim, 

Li 


S 





+ an Indian idol glum and grim, 

ircely he seemed the sound to hear 

Of voices shouting far and near: 

“ Here’s Flud Oirson, fur his horrd horrt, 
Torr’d an’ futherr’d an’ corr’d in a corrt 


By the women o’ Morble’ead! 
“ Hear me, neighbors!” at last he cried,— 
“ What to me is this noisy ride ? 
W hat is the shame that « lothes the skin, 


To the nameless horror that lives within ? 


WwW iking or sleeping, I see a wreck 





| 
And hear a ery from a reeling dec 
Hate me and curse me,— I only dread 
The hand of God and the face of the dead!” 
Said old Fl vyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 
Tarred and uthered and carried in a cart 
By the women of Marblehead ! 


Then the wife of the skipper lost at sea 
Said, “ God has touched him !—why should we ?” 
Said an old wife mourning her only son, 


“Cut the rogue’s tether and let him run !” 





a Aatay Wimewe 
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Solitude and Society. 


So with soft relentings and rude excuse, 


Half scorn, half pity, they cut him loose, 


And gave him cloak to hide him in, 


And left him alone with his shame and sin. 


Poor Floyd Ireson, for his hard heart, 


Tarred and feathered and c: 


irried in a cart 





By the women of Marblehead ! 


SOLITUDE AND SOCIETY. 


I FELL in with a humorist, on my tray- 
els, who had in his chamber a cast of the 
Rondanini Medusa, and who assured me 
that the name which that fine work of 
art bore in the catalogues was a misno- 
mer, as he was convinced that the sculp- 


for Memory, 


tor who carved it intended it 
the mother of the Muses. In the 


that 


con- 


versation followed, my new friend 


made some extraordina contessions. 





“Do you not see,” he sai the penalty 


or ieari ing, and t t ¢ h of these schol- 
urs Whom you have met at S.. though he 
we to be the last man, w ild, like the 
executioner in Hood’s poem, cuillotine 
the last but one?” He added many 
lively remarks, but his evident earnest- 


ness eng 


wed my attention, and, in the 


weeks that followed, we became better 


acquainted. He had great abilities, a 


sre nial t mper, and no viees; but he had 
one defect.—he could not speak in the 
tone ot the people. The e was some 


paralysis on his will, that, when he met 
| 1] 


men common terms, he spoke weakly, 
and from the point, like a flighty girl. 
His consciousness of the fault made it 
worse. He envied every daysman and 
drover in the tavern their manly speech. 
He coveted Mirabeau’s don terrible de la 
ij rité, believing that he whose syim- 
pathy goes lowest is the man from whom 


I 
kings have the most to fear. For himself, 
eclared that he could not get enough 
alone to write a letter to a friend. He 
left the city; he hid himself in pastures. 
The solitary river was not solitary enough; 
15 
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the sun and moon put him out. 


When 
first thing he did 


He could not enough 


} 


he bought a house, the 
was to plant trees. 
edge here; set 
behind 
all, set evergreens, for they will keep a 
The 


agreeable compliment you could pay him 


conceal himself. Set a 


] 


oaks there,—trees trees; above 


secret all the year round. most 
was, to say that you had not observed 
him in a house or a st 
Whilst he suffered at 


reet where you had 
being 


consoled hims« lf 


met him. 

seen where he was, he 
+h +] wae } ¢ 4) . 

with the delicious thought of the incon- 

ceivable number of places where he was 


not. All he 


provide that sober mean of color and cut 


wished of his tailor was, to 


which would never detain the eye for a 
moment. He went to Vienna, to Smyr- 
In all the 


a carnal, a 


na, to London. variety of 
kaleidoscope of 


I 


er dis- 


costumes, 


clothes, to his horror he could ney 


cover a man in the street who wore any- 
thing like his own dress. 


He would have 


given his soul for the ring of Gyges. His 


dismay it his visibility had blunted the 


“ Do you think,” he 


said, “ I am in such great terror of being 


fears of mortality. 


shot.—I, who am only waiting to shuffle 
off my corporeal jacket, to slip away into 
the back 


solar system and sidereal orbits 


stars, and put diameters of the 
between 
me and all souls,—there to wear out ages 
in solitude, and forget memory itself, if it 
be possible?” He had a remorse run- 
ning to despair of his social gaucherws, 
walked miles and 


and miles to get the 


twitchings out of his face, the starts and 
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shrugs out of his arms and shoulders. 


“ God may he 


Iness has no forgiveness in hea- 


said, “ but 


forgive sins,” 


awkwar 
awkwa 


ven or earth.” He admired in Newton, 
not so much his theory of the moon, as his 


letter to Collins. in which he forbade him 


with the solution of 
« Philosophical Trans- 


actions”: “It would perhaps increase 


to insert his name 


the pri bl 


— 
m in the 
my acquaintance, the thing which I chief- 
ly study to decline.” 


These conversations led me somewhat 





later to the knowledge of sin r cases, 
existing elsewhere, and to the discovery 
that they are not of very infrequent oc- 
substances found 


Those 


bear in open day the rough 


currence. Few are 


pure in nature. constitutions 


which can 


dealing of the world must be of that 
mean and average structure—such as 


iron and salt, atmospheric air, and water. 
But there are metals, like pot issium and 


sodium, which, to be kept pure, must be 


Such are the t 





ents d ome specialty, which 


a culmin ng civili 


zation fosters in the 











heart of ¢ t cities and in royal cham- 
bers. Nature protects her own work. 
To th ( t of the world, an Ar hi- 
medes, a New 1 is indi pensable ; so she 
guaras n | L cf in aridity. If 
thes 1 been good fellows, fond of 
dai iL ; lel bs hould have 
ha ’ | . if Snher 1d no 
“ Prin The vad that 1 of 
isol hich genius ] ust 
stand « } es f ipod, f he w ld keep 
} se is based on a - 
| s renrobates to weariness the 
| of pure intellect, is con- 
l to linary « p- 
tion “« There 1 ls who do 
not lin MSor t parat ho 
and hou these th midst of 
heaven, becaus¢ the best of 





veniuse 3 


fine 
| 


have known many 
have that imperfection that 


do anythin 


ey cannot 


h as write 


¢ useful, not so 
"Tis 


no man is fit for society who 


mu 


sentence. worse, and 


one clean 


tragic, that 
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has fine 


At a distance, he is ad- 


traits. 


mired; but bring him hand to | 1, he 
is a cripple. One protects hn f by 
solitude, and one by courtesy, a » 
an acid, worldly n ne eacl neeal- 
ing how he can t ! f | kin 
and his incapacity for strict asso 

But there is no ren y tl can reach 
the heart of the disease, but either habits 
of self-reliance that sh« lgom p tice 
to making the man ind lent of the 
human race, or else a ré m of love. 
Now he h urdly seems enti t to marry ; 
for how can he protect a woman, who 


cannot protect himself ? 


We pray to be conve! tic nal Sut the 





wary Heaven takes care | shall not | 
if there is anything good Dante 
was very- bad company, and was never 
: 1 to dinn Mi (Ancelo hada 
sad, sour time of it. The ministers of 
} t ur’ T el ay l coa hes 
| saloons Col il ( ) d no 
] xr key so lonely nself Yet 
é h of these potent caw vell the 
rea no us excl ion Ne y was he 4 


1 = 
the amount of brain uNat 








( \ ire ap- 
pre “1 in that age to carry on the 
gO nment of the world “Tf I stay,” 
said Dante, when there was question of 
soing to Rome, “ who will go? and if I 
sn wlll aha 9 
But the essitv of ) le is deeper 
ha seen many a_philosopl whose 
y 1 is laree enoug!l oI OI per- 
son He affects to | " | companion 
} we are ll sur < | < +] at 
he means and needs to uu his em 
on ll the rest Ch n m of 
each from all the others, like that of 
each tree up into free s} , "Tis no 
wonder, when each has his whole he: 
our societies should be so small Li 
President Tyler, our party falls from us 
every day, and we mi ride in a sulky 
! tak sadly home 


at last. Dear heart 
i We 
our youth 
of the 


oly fraternity that shall combine for the 


to thee, there is no codperatic n 


le} all 


begin with friends 


it ~ ANG 
ips, and 
is a reconnoitring 
l 


and recruiting 























) 





’ . 
Saivaiion OF men. But so the remoter 


s seem a nebula of united light, yet 
7 7* 1 7 | 
re 1s no group which a t escope will 
not resolve, and the dearest friends are 
separated by impassable culfs. The co- 
operation is involu and is put upon 





us by the Genius of Life, who reserves 
us as a part of his prerogative. "Tis 
fine for us to talk: we sit and muse, and 
are serene, and complete; but the mo- 
ment we meet with an body, Cat h be- 


“action. 


Though the stuff of tragedy and of 
romances is in a moral union of two su- 
perior persons, whose confidence in each 


other for long years, out of sight, and 








in sight, and against all appearances, is 
at last justified by victorious proof of 
probity to gods and men, causing joyful 
em tears, and gl though there 
be f heroes this moral union, yet 


they, too, are as far off as ever from an 


. , ; ; ; 
intel ual union, and the moral union 
is tol omparative ly low and ext rnal 
pury es, ike the cooperation of a shin’s 
( n or oO f » But how 
} d pathetica iry are all 
t} 1 | ve know ! Nc dare t y 
+, . thev think of each other, when 
th et 1 the reet We have a 
fine to be sure. to taunt men of 
T \ | W i ) “The i ind t ‘ uw he i™ 
1es 

S is tl trac necessity which 
strict , finds 1 erneath o - 
mes i! ibor!l life irre bly 
dri ha t oul as with vhips 

, , , 

nto cl 1 makine our warm 
cov S se I | ind momentar 
Wet nfer that the ends | h 
v ] mptory, if th vere to be 
secured at such ruinous cost. Thev are 
deeper than can be told, and belong to 
the immensities and eternities They 
reach down to that d pth where societ 
itself originates and disappears,—where 


the question is, Which is first, man or 
l 


men ?—where the individual is lost in his 
source. 

But this banishment to the rocks and 
echoes no metaphysics can make right 


or tolerable. This result is so against 
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nat 


ure, such a half-view, that it must 


be corrected by a common sense and 
experience. “A man is born by the 
side of his father, and there he remain 

A man must be clothed with soci ty, 
or we shall feel a certain bareness and 
poverty, as of a displaced and unfur- 
nished member. He is to be dressed 
in arts and institutions, as well as body- 
garments. Now and then a man ex- 
juisitely made can live alone, and must; 
but coop up most men, and you undo 
them “The king lived and ate in his 


hall with men, and understood men,” 
said Selden. When a young barrister 
said to the late Mr. Mason, “I ke ep my 
chamber to read law,”’—* Read law!” 
replied the veteran, “’tis in the court- 


room you must read law.” Nor is the 





rule otherwise for If you 


would learn to write, tis in the street 





you must learn it. Both f the vehicle 

and for the aims of fine arts, you must 

frequent the public square. The people, 
. 


writer’s home. 





wl h the love 





and desire of all men will ligh . Never 
his lands or his rents, but power to 
charm the disguised soul that sits veiled 
under this bearded and that rosy visage 
is his rent and ration. His pr cts are 
as needful as those of the baker or the 


weaver. Society cannot do without cul- 





tivated men. As soon as the fi wants 
are s sfied, the r wants ecome 





imperative. 


"Tis hard to mesmerize ourselves, to 





whip our own top; but through sym- 
| ithy we are capable of energy and 
eC! ert ex perates people 
a) of performance they 
ean rarely reach alone Here is the use 
of sox iety : it is so easy with the great to 
be great! so easy to com up to an 
existing standard ! as easy as i is to 
the lover to swim to his maiden, through 


waves so scrim before. The benefits of 
affection are immense; and the one 
event which never loses its romance is 
the alighting of superior persons at our 


gate. 


It by no means follows that we are not 





228 Solitude and Society. 


fit for society, because soirées are tedious, 
and because the soirée finds us tedious. 
A backwoodsman, who had been sent to 
the university, told me, that when he 
heard the best-bred young men at the 
law-school talk together, he reckoned 
himself a boor; but whenever he caught 
them apart, and had one to himself 
alone, then they were the boors, and he 
the better man. And if we recall the 
rare hours when we encountered the 
best persons, we then found ourselves, 
and then first society seemed to exist. 
That was society, though in the tran- 
som of a brig, or on the Florida Keys. 

A cold, sluggish blood thinks it has not 
facts enough to the purpose, and must 
decline its turn in the conversation. But 
they who speak have no more,—have less. 
*Tis not new facts that avail, but the 
heat to dissolve everybody ’s facts. Heat 
puts you in right relation with m wazines 
of facts. The capital defect of cold, arid 
natures is the want of animal spirits. 
They seem a power incredible, as if God 
should raise the dead. The recluse wit- 
nesses what others perform by their aid 


with a kind of fe It is as much out 





of his possibility, as the prowess of Ceeur- 
de-Lion, or an Irishman’s day’s work 
on the railroad. ’Tis said, the present 
and the future are always rivals. Ani- 
mal spirits constitute the power of the 
present, and their feats are like the 
structure of a pyramid. Their result is 
a lord, a general, or a boon-companion. 
Before these, what a base mendicant is 
But 


this genial heat is latent in all constitu- 


Memory with his leathern badge! 


tions, and is disengaged only by the fric- 
tion of society. As Bacon said of man- 
ners, “ To obtain them, it only needs not 
to despise them,” so we say of animal 
spirits, that they are the spontaneous 
product of health and of a social habit. 
“For behavior, men learn it, as they 
take diseases, one of another.” 

But the people are to be taken in 
very small doses. If solitude is proud, 
so is society vulgar. In society, high 
advantages are set down to the individ- 


ual as disadvantages. We sink as easily 
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as we rise, through sympathy. So many 
men whom I know are degraded by their 
sympathies, their native aims being high 
enough, but their relation all too tender 
to the gross people about them. Men 
cannot afford to live together on their 
merits, and they adjust themselves by 
their demerits ——by their love of gossip, 
or sheer tolerance and animal good-na- 
ture. They untune and dissipate the 
brave aspirant. 

The remedy is, to reinforce each of 
these moods from the other. Conversa- 
tion will not corrupt us, if we come to 
the assembly in our own garb and 
speech, and with the energy of health 
to select what is ours and reject what is 
not. Society we must have; but let it 
be society, and not exchanging news, or 
eating from the same dish. Is it society 
to sit in one of your chairs? I cannot 
go to the houses of my nearest relatives, 
because I do not wish to be alone. Soci- 
ety exists by chemical aflinity, and not 
otherwise. 

Put any company of people together 
with freedom for conversation, and a 
rapid self-distribution takes place into 
sets and pairs. The best are accused of 
exclusiveness. It would be more true to 
say, they separate as oil from water, as 
children from old people, without love 
or hatred in the matter, each seeking 
his like; and any interference with the 
affinities would produce constraint and 
suffocation. All conversation is a mag- 
netic experiment. I know that my 
friend can talk eloquently; you know 
that he cannot articulate a sentence: 
we have seen him in different company. 
Assort your party, or invite none. Put 
Stubbs and Byron, Quintilian and Aunt 
Miriam, into pairs, and you make them 
all wretched. "Tis an extempore Sing- 
Sing built in a parlor. Leave them to 
seek their own mates, and they will be 
as merry as sparrows. 

A higher civility will reéstablish in our 
customs a certain reverence which we 
have lost. What to do with these brisk 
young men who break through all fences, 


and make themselves at home in every 
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find out in an instant 


companion does not want me, and ropes 


One would think that the aflini- 


vould pronounce themselves with a 





again, as so often, Nature delights 


us between extreme antagonisms, 





safety is in the skill with which 


ep our head in the one, : 
The conditions are 
if we keep our indepe ndence, yet 
, 

lose our sympathy. 


= —_— 
e driven by fine 


mother, (as she had 
lth for a long time had been failing, 


times, for a brief space, she would seem 


. 7 2 
a council of doctors, 





consider her Case, 


her disease, what- 
he very next night she came 
had always been a quiet 


of rather pensive humor, whose 


native diflidence caused her to shrink 





ith she was rarely seen abroad, ex- 


poor, the sick, or 


was most apparent; for plain 


Her children’s sor- 





hands. We require such a solitude as 
shall hold us to its revelations when we 
are in the street and in palaces; for 


most men are cowed in society, and 


say good things to you in private, but 
wi!! not stand to them in public. But 
let us not be the victims of words. So- 
ciety and solitude are deceptive names. 
It is not the circumstance of seeing more 
or tewer people, but the readiness ot 
sympathy, that imports; and a sound 
mind will derive its principles from in- 
sight, with ever a purer ascent to the 
sufficient and absolute right, and will 
accept society as the natural element 


in which they are to be applied. 


MARRIAGE. 
itinued. ] 


row was deep and lasting, and the badge 
of mourning which her husband wore for 
many months after her death was a truth- 
ful symbol of unaffected grief. From 
the beginning, he was warmly attached 
to his wife, whose affection for him was 
very great indeed. It would have been 
strange if he had been unhappy, when 
she, who made his tastes her study, also 
made it the business of her life to please 
him. Besides, his cheerful temper en- 
abled him to make light of more crievous 
misfortunes than the getting of a loving 
wife and thrifty helpmeet ten years older 
than himself: 

When a widower, like the Doctor, is 
but fifty, with the look of a much younger 
man, people are apt to talk about the 
chances of his marrying again. Before 
Mrs. Bugbee had been dead a twelve- 
month, rumors were as plenty as black- 
berries that the Doctor had been seen, 
late on Sunday evenings, leaving this 
house, or that house, the dwelling-place 
of some marriageable lady; and if’ he 
had finally espoused all whom. the gos- 
sips reported he was going to marry, he 


would have had as many wives as any 
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Turkish pasha or Mormon elder. It was 
doubtless true that he called at certain 
places more frequently than had been 
his custom in Mrs. Bugbee’s lifetime. 
This, he assured Cornelia, to whom the 
reports I have mentioned occasioned 
some uneasiness, was because he was 
more often summoned to attend, in a pro- 
fessional way, at these places, than he had 
ever been of old; which was true enough, 
I dare say, for more spinsters and widows 
were taken ailing about this time than 
had ever been ill at once before. Je 
that as it may, certain arrangements 
which the Doctor presently made in his 
domestic affairs did not seem to fore- 
token an immediate change of condi- 
tion. 

Miss Statira Blake, whom the Doctor 
engaved as houseke per, v is the youngest 
daughter of an honest shoemaker, who 


former] flourished at Belfield Green, 


where he was noted for industry, a fond- 
ness for reading, a tenacious memory, a 
reac) wit, and fluent tongue. In poli- 
ti s he wa r radical, : nd in re ligion a 
schist Che little knot of Presbyte- 
rian Federalist magnates, who used to as- 
semb! he tavern to discuss affairs of 


church and state over mugs of flip and 
tumb] of sling, regarded him with 
feelings of terror and aversion. The 
dou: lity little cobble r mack nothin 


tl 


e 
r of 


attacking em single-handed, and put- 


ting them utterly to rout; for he was a 
dabst r at debate, and entertained as 
strong a liking for polemi sas for books. 
Nay, he was a thorn in the side of the 
parson himself, for whom he used to lie 
in wait with knotty questions,—snares set 


to entrap the worthy divine, in the hope of 





beguiling hi into a cont oversy respect- 
ing some abstruse point of doctrine, in 
which the cobbler, who had every verse 


of the Bible at his tongue’s end, was not 


apt to come off second best. 


' mn - . 
But one day, Tommy Blake, being at 
a raising where plenty of liquor was 


furnished, (as the fashion used to be,) 
i ] 





slipped and fell from a 


was carried home groaning with a skin- 
ful of broken bones. He died the n 
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day, poor man, and his bedridden widow 


survived the shock of witnessing his 





dreadful agonies and death but a very 
little while. Her daught rs, two young 
girls, were left destitute and friendless. 


But M ijor Buegbee, to whom the cobbler’s 





wife had been remotely akin, and who 





was at that time first selectman of the 
town, took the orphans with him to his 
house, where they tarried till he found 
good places for them. Roxana, the 
elder girl, went to live with a reputa- 
ble farmer’s wife, whose only son she 
afterwards married. Statira remained 
under the shelter of the good Major’s 
hospitable roof much longer than her 
sister did, and would have been welcome 
to stay, but she was not one of those 
who like to eat the bread of dependence. 
With the approval of the selectmen, she 


bound herself an indentured apprentice 





lam tailor, 


or whom she worked f; ithfully four 


years, until she had served out her time 
and was mistress of h trade, even 
to the recondite mystery of cutting a 











elf, gong from 





customers re- 


quired, working by the day. Her ser- 
vices were speedily in great demand, 
and she was never out of employment. 


Many a worthy citizen of Belfield well 


remembers his first jacket-and-trowsers, 





the handiwo 
Sunday breeches of 


who came to meeting used to be the 





farmers 


product of her skilful labor. Thus for 
many vears (refusing meanwhile several 


g od offers of marriage ) she continued 








to ply her needle and shears, work 
steadily and cheerfully in her vocation, 


earning good wages and spending but 


little, until the thrifty sempstress w is 
counted well to do, and held in esteem 
accordingly Sometimes. when sl rot 


weary, and thought a change of labor 


would do her good, she would engage 
with some lucky dame to help do house- 
work for a month or two. She was 
= 1 


and at picklin preserv- 











Nebennetza weer oe 
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ing, and making all manner of tooth- 
some knick-knacks and dainties. No 


vas sl lefi i Sp te eee 1} 
was she deficient in the pleasure waixs 





lary art. Bets y Pratt, the 
tavernkeeper’s wife, a special crony of 
Statira’s, used always to send for her 
whenever she was in straits, or when, on 


some grand occasion, a dinner or supper 


was to be prepared and served up in 


more than ordinary style. So learned 
he “ ; >a 
was she in all the devices of the pantry 


] 
uid kitchen, that many a young womal 





in the parish would have given half 
I : 


her setting-out, and her whole store of 


printed « okery-books, to know by heart 
Tira Blake’s unwritten lore of rules and 
re¢ i} S. So, wherever she went, she 
was welcome, albeit not a few stood 
in fe of her; for though, when well 
tré l, she was as good-hum l asa 
k p! ) ked especially by a 
lig nt | wrath was dang - 
( Hi vue s rpel than | 
I } l » 1 rk 

] B , 1 daughter and 
1 ij t many Of het - 
t ( oth good and bad, and 

( i 5 Ai d { ini 











, , , ' ' - 
i l, W s she hersell wa 
, 1 
is ] ibie to take 
, 
ol on s 1 man in town 
S 1 nev vot Major Bugbee’s 
» her in |} lonely orphan- 
hood. She preserved for him 01 
| i] 
evi mel e! I fan a gratetul 
afl but her il favorite was 
J D ( brother, who was a 
' , , 
ul nd who repaid 
=, i 
: : . 
wit Ke cood-wil and 
‘ , \\ 1 he ¢ up and mar- 
i ] became one of Statira’s 
I her being at her ter’ 
h was » remote from Bel- 
( ‘ ll times convenient 
NS hic] e called alil 
? ] 
pl n ¢ h of 
I 
( a part of her wardrol 
I 
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called her Aunt Statira, but, if the truth 
were known, she loved little Frank Bug- 
bee, James's only son, better than she 
did the whole brood of her sister Roxy’s 


Nay ; she loved 


him better than all the world besides: 


flaxen-pated offspri: 


Statira used to call James her right-hand 
man, asking for his advice in every mat- 


ter of uuportance, and usually acting in 


1 


accordance wiih it. So, when Doctor 


Bugbee invited her to take charge of 

his household affairs, Cornelia joining in 

the request with earnest importunity, she 
| } 

did not at once return a favorable re- 

ply, though strongly inclined thereto, but 

waited until she had consulted James and 


his wife, who advised h 


Yr to accept the 
proffered trust, giving many sound and 
ht to do 50. 


1} , 
excelent reasons Why she ou 


Accordingly, a few months after Mrs. 


Bugbee’s death, Statira began to sway 


t} sceptre vhere sh had once found 
ig poor-ho f ugh 
( nel nained i nuistress 
of the 1 S was actual 
] ive vith ower. 
I 
Corme Lg lly ] more 
, 
experi hands the 1 gvovern- 
ment, and betook herself to occupations 
more cong 1 to her tastes n house- 
keepin Whenever, ; wards, she 


made a languid offer to rm some 


light domestic duty, Statira was accus- 
tomed to reply in such wise that the most 
P riect Cconco 1 was maintaimed between 
them. “No, my dear,” the latter would 

‘do you just leave these things to 
me. If there a’n’t help enough in the 


house to do the work, your pa’ll get ’em ; 














and as for overseein’, one’s be r than 
1447 . 
twi B t son when it Hk ien 
pre red hera | let the child 
I 
1 

try her hand, taking great ns to in- 
struct her in h , y prais- 
ing her succes il es 1 fix ‘7 
excuses for eve f It was n 

J before a ) s hip subs | 
hetw t cher 1 
i cn u i i 

I D or, ol i exp I ] 
og ntel ne! al I | 0 ( ] 

—s * — 

dren made happy, his house well kept 


and ordered, his table spre ad with plen- 
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tiful supplies of savory victuals, and all his sometimes, in order to exp the most 
domestic concerns managed with sagacity unqualified negation, was accustomed to 
and prudence, by one upon whose good- employ this apparently ambie form 


‘ will and ability to promote his welfare of speech. “I said for . Miss 
he could rely with implicit confidence. Prouty,—for m part. As for the Doc- 
Even the servants shared in the gen- tor. he'll prob’bly have his own tions, 


eral satisfaction; for though, under Tira’s and foller ’em.” 





vigorous rule, no task or duty could be Besides these already mentioned, ther 
safely shunned or slighted, she proved a was another person, who sat so often at 


kind and even an indulgent mistress to the Doctor’s board and spent so many 


tliose who showed themselves worthy of hours beneath his roof, that, for the 
ker favor. Old Violet, the mother of Di- nonce, I shall reckon her ; ng his 
nah, the little black girl elsewhere men- ‘amily Indeed, Laura Stel Ss was 





tioned, yielded at once to Tira Blake the 


same respectful obedience that she and mansion as at the parsonage, and 





her ancestors, for more than a century used to regard the Doctor and his wife 
in due succession, had been wont to ren- with an affection quite filial in kind and 
der only to dames of the ancient Bugbee very ardent in degree. For this she had 
line. Dinah herself, now a well-grown abundant reason, the good co iple always 


damsel, black, but comely, who, during treating her with the utmost kindness, 





Cornelia’s maladministration, had been frequently making 





presents of « lothes 


i 








suffered to follow too much the devices and things which she needed, besides 
and desires of her own heart, setting at gifts of less use and value. These to- 
naught alike the entreaties and re] roofs kens of her frie nds’ g od-will she used to 
of her mistress and her mother’s angry receive with many sprightly demonstra- 
scoldin even Dinah submitt d with- ti s of thankfulness : | times, in her 
out ar mur to Tira’s wholesome author- transports of er ad hy ix be- 
ity, and abandoned all her evil courses. tween the Doctor and his wife a number 
Bildad Royce, a crotchety hired-man, of delicious kisses, and telling the latter 
whom the Doctor ke pt to do the chores that her h band was the he ind most 





and till the garden, albeit at first in- eenerous of men. Aft Mrs. Bugbee’ 


e’s 
clined to be captious, accorded to the dk h, the Doctor’s manner, as was to be 
new housekeeper the meed of his appro- expected, became more grave and sober, 
bation. and he very wisely thought proper to 


“I like her well enough to hope she'll treat Laura with a kindness less familiar 


y n cs = ai ! i 
stay, mum,” quoth he, in reply to an in- than before, which perceiving with the 
quisitive neighbor. “ And for my part, quickness of her s x, she also practised a 


Miss Prouty.” he added, nodding and like reserve. But notwithstanding this 
winking at his questioner, “I'd like to prudent change in his demeanor, his 
see it fixed so she’d alwus st y; and good-will for Laura was in no wise 
if the Doctor doos think he can’t do no abated. At all 


all events, the riendship 


better’n to have her bimeby, when the between Cornelia and Laura suffered 





time comes, who’s a ri to say a word no decay or diminution. Indeed, it in 
agin it 7” reased in fervency and strength. For 
“ Goodness me!” exclaimed the un- Laura, having finished her course of 


warv Mrs. Prouty. “do you mean to study at the Belfield Academy, had 1 
] 





say you think he’s got any idea of such more time to devote to Cornelia than 
a thine, Bildad ?” when she had had lessons to eet and re- 
“ Yes, I don’t mean to sav I think he’s citations to attend. The Pp mage s l 
got any idee of sich a thing, Bildad.” next to the Buebee mansion, and t] 
replied Bildad himself, who took creat paling between the two gardens there 


delight in mystifying people, and who 











a ta ar 


Laura, and Helen used to run to and fro 


a dozen times a day. The females of 
the D rs family made nothing of scud- 
ding reheaded, across to the parson- 
Ag this convenient back-way, and 
10 g » the kitchen without so much 

S ] y t the d 4 and I t 
h Bugbee mansion were still 
I Mrs. J es, th h not 
t ffable of womankind, gave this 
c] nacy much favor and « r- 
a I for she } e in mind that Cor- 
I ther the chest and most 
1 m r of her husband’s 





} 


ehur ind parish. 
At first, Laura was a little shy of the 


pl 1iN-S] oken old maid, for whose person, 








manners, and opinions she had often 
heard Mr uynes express, in private, a 
most bitter dislike. But Statira had 
been 1 nant in the Bugbee mansion 
less than a week, when Laura began to 
ke timid advances towards a mutu- 
al ood nderstand g, of which for a 
while Sta iffec 1 to tal no | l 
| | formed a resolution to main- 
; 
I sO | ‘ ! dis- 
F ] L % 
1 ' , 
of ] Py ‘ 
P . 14 
in l lt to resis 
“] | bein’ Miss J 5 
he | o ¢ lia 
| } 
v 1p | friend f 
] 


n 
P hat } you got such a 
p st the Jayneses for?” l 
I 





il ( s nh I 
, vail em ? 
a ! As fry the y 
I : ti n 
right as he knows how. If you could 
say as! 1 as that for everybody, there 


wouldn’t be any need of parsons any 


‘But you don’t like Mrs. Jayni ag 
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“T ha’n’t vo 


nele,—though, 





woman,” 1 


i ie 
when } 

; 
S to 
as] do 
] S it’s 
( l 
ily s f 


> 
‘But wh 


asked Helen. 


without caus 





‘ ] 
a nateral-born beggar. 
W h 1 ll pu 
takes to beggin’ as 
+ | + 
take oO 
rr to I ( 
| » eV 
1 
1 , 
} . t I ne 
Tit ) | | 
. y I 1 
her tellin’ I'd I 
which I'd alw t 
when I said ‘No.’ she { 
nal n’ wv ld S 
] i 
( i r or t 
ivin’ her to our 1 
I l I ] 
of her 1 ‘ » her 
We wa st in the 1 
\ 1 one biler on the s 
brass kittle full 
. . 
\ I hn comes |! 
‘ ssed Ip as fine 
} +] kit 
I ywn in ‘ t 
rolled | sleeves d 
’ n. lookin’ kind o’ 








against any person un 





1] ’ as yslin’ 
l wi she first 
é l cin’, 
S] ed 
‘ ‘ ve 
s 1 to 
pet hum- 
( \ ld do it; 
‘ i rry 
it set her 
i I heard of 
ness, 

1 ; 


3 ples. 

of bilin’ cider, 

e and the big- 
in the fi pla e, 
Miss Jaynes, 


fiddle. She set 
ind your ma 
took off her 
het and worried. 


Javnes took a 


t, and says she to 
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ards it 


ils yvineya 


now ?’ says your ma, lookin’ out 
eye at the brass kittle, and 

more im} itient than I ver le 
speak to a mi ’s wife before. 
I can’t | | n to tell all th 
Jaynes id in answer, but it 
some of the big folks in New Y« 


] 


started 








i i 
1), 3) 
wie 1c ] la 
} , 1 
the sh vo 7 | 
had laid P , 
i i t { 
1 
Sine i ‘ ™ ul if ‘ 


Yhristian l es} ly tl 
‘We motl in Israel,’ says Mi 
‘ought to hese oung 


do, but go into 


suppose, and fet 


says she, ‘I’m 


Lord’s busi- 


stew- 


: 

your ma, Miss Bugbe ( Ys 

a just startin’ forth on the 

ness, and I come to you as the helpmate 
bs and pardn r of one of his richest 


‘What is it 


of one 
spt akin’ 
1 her 
Well, 
it Miss 
seemed 


had 


ire 


} 
rk 
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m ail, 
1. the 
pt- 
t of 
1 
t t 
si ich 
< 
ht 4 
i oO 
] 
won 





be f cler 1, out of a pa 
travel collectin’ funds i 
says sl l’ bett k for coll 

th t und I’ve con | 
to ! ) in elf for i 
ti » tl é lw cau 
and I've uu, Miss B ” sa) 
s] » lead with your accustomé 
liberality.’ — Well hat d your D 


that hav ‘ th to give batt ti 
the Goliaths of sin that are i “ 
and struttin’ round all over the land.’ 
Sh said t 80 ty was gom to be a 
great in 1 ith an office to New 
Yor! l I i e committe id 








[ December, 





and vive it to Miss Jay nes, whi h I'd ‘a’ 
had to work a week, stitchin’ fi 


in to n 





ht, to have « it t five-dol- 


lar bill; though, of ¢ e, youl 


a right to burn it up, if she’d ’a’ been a 





mind to; only it made me ache to see it 
go so, When there was thousands of poor 
starvin’ ragged orphans needin’ it so 
bad All to once Miss J ynes 





and spoke to me: *‘ Well, Miss Tira,’ 





she, ‘can I have a dollar from you?’— 
‘No, ma’am,’ says I. I supposed not,’ 
8 S$ sl which y ild hav 1 sassy 
il xl ] he parse s V But I 
held tongue, : it she went, n 
no more notice of me than she did of 

r half so 1 I or I hex 


f -ha’peni Well, tl was the 
i 
last for a ell intil after New 





J l ) ma sent 
( } ~ \ rs ver, 
] } ‘ hhors 
Ss B ] wife, and 
{ 1 used to h most, and 
se, M Jaynes. 

I had just before that 





- i the I “J had bought 
NM J ’ B 3 ¢ pet 
’ Me 1 fitted and 
; ip. In the « he after- 
Miss Bramhall spol 1 asked if 
i 
| \ et , d ’ d if it 
I i 
fitted ] ‘Oh, | il!’ says she, 
t fits the room like a glov. lente 
h had p 0 l evs te took 
I A 
the oO t 1 I not know 
1 
nyt hat was a-comi 11} : 
says sl lad you'll tal n , D- 
| to dre l nd see { tl e 
e of you but what I'm obli- 
1 ’ ’ 
e t yr this t i te 1 O ur 
ke ( ’s what sh« le ) X- 
( h of sud 1 Vijeca 
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> pretendin’ as if I was so insignifi- 





cant a critter she hadn’t taken notice of 
my bein’ there before, which, to be 
sure, she hadn’t even bid me ood 
i noon; and for my part, I hadn’t 


put myself forward among such women 


is Wa ye though I didn’t fi 1 bene ath 
eu nor they didn’t think so, except 
M J s.— Then she went on. ‘Miss 
B ys she, ‘I believe didn’t mean 
no slight for not hel in’ towards the car- 





. . , . 

A KHOW of,” Says sit I ve olten aske l 
her for various objects, and have been as 
often refused. e last time,’ says sh¢ 





I did expect to get somethin’ 10 I 
asked only for a dollar to that noble so- 
( y tor pl yvidin’ yo ng men, a-strug- 
g to prepare th lves for usefulne 
in the mini with some of the com- 











Pp x it as lone as 
th e there’s e fo rh and.’ 
I 
, 1 1 4] 
—lI happen to know what all the ladies 
tl ug or this S] ech, tor every on D4 
’em afterwards told me; but, if you'll 
beli me, one or two of the youngest 
ot em kK nd ot pret nded to smile at tine 
joke vt, when Miss Jaynes looks l 
J 4 
rv 1 as if she ex} ed em to laugh ; 
I 





and that when 
the minister’s wife insulted me, I dars’n’t 


stand by and 





app Bu he und ou her mistake, 
and begun to think so, when she see 
how vray your ma and all the rest of 
the « r ladies looked, for they knew 
what was comin bit my lips up till 
now, and held in out of reé p ct to the 
place and the company, but I thought it 
was due to myself to speak at last. Says 


I. ‘Miss Jay nes, I’ve always treated you 
with 


pl wt 


ivility and the respect due to your 


felt free to 





though I own Ih 
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nve my ob- 
j ts I didn’t much about, whe n, 
limited means, I could find 
hat little I could spare 
I don’t mean to 


and I 


don’t have gilt-framed diplomas hung up 


hard-earned wages away to 
know 





1 
enevoience, 


seen 


to certify to it, to be 


and read of all men, as the manner of 
some is,—but,’ says I, ‘I will say that 
I’ve given this yea twenty-five dollars 
to the Orphan Asylum, to Hartford, and 
I've a five-dollar gold-piece in my puss, 


vive 


the 


says I, ‘that I can spare, and will 
rity, for 
these ladies, 


that heard me accused of being stingy, 


why I don’t give to you when you ask 
me to, d especially why I didn’t give 


the last time } ked me. I would like 





to ll vi I ( nt h lp sew in the Dor- 
( societ o buy e 7! W rm Mg savs 
I - oe” : to hurt anvbody’ 


1 I'll for- 





this tum I Jaynes was 
( C ¢ w! } to vive, 
nd I don’t sup; ny one else does. 
I ur \ ‘ r,’ Savs s} C, ‘and you 
a’n’t compelled to give unless you’re a 
mind to.—* You should have thought of 
fore you twitted me,’ says I, ‘ be- 

thi 









company.’ a, never 


*says Miss Bramh 


et it all ao!’ 





up spoke your Ei e, and 
savs she It’s no more th fair to hear 


Tira’s reasons, after what’s been said.’” 


“ hurrah 


“ And your ma,” resun 
her looks she was on 


though, it bein’ her own house, she felt 


my side, 


say as much as your Aunt 


‘In the first pla 


| says I, 


want to keep my 1 ney 


to buy 
I hould get a 
I've a night to, for 
luc ky 
vh to have my carpets civ’ to me. 
on I didn’t put 
down for a dollar 


One 


wa'n’t the re 
on that sub- 


reason was, I knew the 








ee 


see + 
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upshot on’t would be that somebody would 
be put up to suggestin’ that the money 
should go for a life-membership in the 
society for Miss Jaynes,’ says I; ‘and I 


like to encourage anybody in goin’ 


don’t 
round beggin’ for money to buy her own 
promotion to a high seat in the syna- 
gogue.’—You ought to seen Miss Jaynes’s 
face then! It was redder’n any beet, for 
Td hit the nail square on the head, as it 
happened, and the ladies could scurcely 
keep from smilin’.—* Then,’ says mB *3 
shouldn’t be my father’s daughter, if I’d 
give a cent for a preacher that isn’t 
smart enough to get his own livin’ and 
pay for his own clothes and eddication. 
To ask poor women to pay for an able- 
bodied man’s expenses,’ says I, ‘ seems to 
me like turnin’ the thing wrong end fore- 
most. A young feller that a’n’t smart 
enough to find himself in victuals and 
clothes won’t be of much help in the 
Lord’s vineyard,’ says I.” 
“And what did Mrs. Jaynes say?” 
asked little Helen, when Tira finally 
came to a pause. 

“ Well, rea 


slake, “the 





’ replied Miss 
nothin’ to say, 
and so she nI got through 
my speech I 
pie e to your Aunt Eunice, to send to the 
Asylum, and that ended it; for just 
Dinah come in and said tea was re 
1] 


and we all went out. It was rather sti 


for a whi and after tea we all 





home ; and for: three long years 
Jaynes never opened her face to me, 
until I came here to live, this time. 
Now she finds it’s for her interest to 


make up, and so she tries to be as good 
as pie. But though I mean to be civil, 
I'm no hypo rite, and I can’t be all 


honey and cream to them I don’t like; 
and besides, it a’n’t right to be.” 
“But vou ought not to blame Laura 


because her sister affronted you,” said 
Helen. 


“T know that, my dear,” replied Miss 
slake ; “and if I’ve hurt the girl’s feelin’s 


Tm sorry for’t. She’s tried hard to be 
friends with me, but I’ve pushed her off; 


for, not bein’ much acquainted, I was 
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jealous, at first, that Miss Jaynes had 


ut her up to it, to try to get round me 
I 3 


in some way.” 
“ Never!” cried Cornelia,—“ my Lau- 


ra is incapable of such baseness ! 

” Well,” said Statira, smiling, “ come 
to know her, I guess you can’t find much 
guile in her, that’s a fact. If I did her 


wrong by mistrustin’ her without cause, 


0 


Pil try to make amends. It a’n’t in me 
to speak ha’sh even to a dog, if the crit- 


ter looks up into my face and wags his 


tail i 


1 honest good-nater. And I'll say 
this for Laura Stebbins, anyhow, if she is 
Miss Jaynes’s sister,—she’s got the most 
ti 


. ” 
son I ever see. 





kin’ ways of ‘most any grown-up per- 


The reflection is painful to a generous 
mind, that; by harboring unjust suspi- 
cions of another, one has been led to re- 


h indifference 


pel friendly advances wit 
or disdain. In order to assuage some re- 
morseful pangs, Miss Blake began from 
this time to treat Laura with distin- 
guished favor. On the other hand, Lau- 
ra, delighted at this pleasant change in 
Miss Blake’s demeanor, sought frequent 


opportunities of testifying her joy and 
eratitude. In this manner an intimacy 
er * , 
began, which ripened at length into a 
firm and enduring friendship. Laura 
soon commenced t] Fe f aenicten 
mmenced the practice of applying 
to her more experienced friend for ad- 


vice and direction in almost every mat- 





ull, and of confiding to 
her trust divers secrets and confessions 
which she would never have ventured to 
r pose even in Corn li ’s fai hful bosom. 


This prudent habit Tira encouraged. 





. I know, my dear, said she, one d iV, 
“ 1 know what it is to be almost alone in 
the world, and what a comfort it is to 


have somebody you can rely on to tell 


your griefs and troubles to, and, as it 
were, cet ’em to h Ip you bear ’em. So, 
my dear child, whenever you want to 
get my notions on y point, just com 
right straight to me, if you feel like it. 
I may not be able to give you the best 


advice, for I a’n’t so wise as you seem to 
think I be; however, I ha’n’t lived ni 


i h 
ht, I trust, 


fifty years in the world for nau 
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and without havin’ learnt some things 
worth knowin’; and though my counsel 
mayn’t be worth much, still you shall 
have the best I can give.” 

“Oh, thank you, thank you!” 


Laura, with such a burst of passionate 


cried 


emotion that Miss Blake’s eyes watered 
“ My dear, dear, dear 
glad 


y 


at the sight of it. 


good friend! you don’t know how 
I shall be, if you will let me do as you 
tell me what to do, and scold 
Oh, it 


will be such happiness to have somebody 


say, and 


me, and admonish and warn me ! 


to tell all my real secrets and troubles 
to! Ido so need such a friend some- 
times ! 

said 
“ Ha’n’t I 
been through the same straits myself? 
None but 


themselves, an orphan without a mother 


“ Don’t I know it, you poor dear?” 


Miss Blake, wiping her eyes. 
them that’s been a young gal 


to confide in and to warn and guide ’em, 


knows 


and thou 


what it iss But I do, my dear; 


h I shall be a pretty poor sub- 


stitute for an own mother, I'll do the best 





’ said Laura, with a tearful and 


ing cheek held up to the good spin- 





ster’s, “ kiss me, won’t you ?—you never 
have.” 

“ My dear,” said Miss Blake, preparing 
to comply with this request by wiping her 
itl you see | a’n’t one 


lips with her apron, “ 


of the kissin’ sort, and I scurcely ever kiss 


a grown-up person ; 


but here’s my hand, 


and here’s a kiss,”—with an old-fashioned 


that might have been heard in 


the next room,—* for a token that you 


may always come to me as freely as if I 


was your mother, relyin’ upon my 





you my honest advice and opinion con- 
cernin’ any affair that you may ask for 
| 


as ou 


And furthermore, 


he very things 


couns upon. 


naterally have a wish that t 


they need some one to direct ’em 


most in sha’n’t be known except by them 
they tell the secret to, I promise you, my 
dear, that I'll be as close as a freemason 
concern 


in’ any privacy that you may 


trust me with, about any offer or court- 
in’ matter of any kind.” 


“Oh, I shali never have any such 
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secrets,” said Laura, blushing; “ my sis- 
ter never lets the beaux come to see me, 
you know. I’m going to be an old maid.” 

“ Well, perhaps you will be,” said Miss 
slake ; “only they gen’ally don’t make 
old maids of such lookin’ girls as you be.” 

But though Miss Blake took Laura into 
favor, she was by no means inclined to 
do the same by Mrs. Jaynes, who, having 
found to her cost that the ill-will of the 
humble sempstress was not to be lightly 
contemned, was now plainly anxious to 
her. 


against all the wheedling and flattery 


conciliate But Statira was proof 
of the parson’s wife, behaving towards 
her always with the same cool civility, 
and with great self-control,—using none 
of the frequent opportunities afforded 
her to make some taunt, or fling, or re- 
proachful allusion to Mrs. Jaynes’s for- 
mer conduct. Once, to be sure, when 
urged by the parson’s wife and a com- 
mittee of the Dorcas Sa iety to invite 
that respectable body to convene at the 
Bugbee mansion for labor and refresh- 
ment, Statira returned a reply so plain- 
ly spoken that it was deemed rude and 
ungracious. 

“ Cornelia is mistress of this house, 


Miss Jaynes,” 


longed to your society, 


said she, “and if she be- 
and wanted to 
have its weekly meetin’s here in turn, 
I'd do my best to give ’em somethin’ 
good to eat and drink. But as she has 
left the matter to me, I say ‘ No,’ without 
doubt; and for fear I 
may be called stingy or unsociable, Pll 
tell the 


sides, it’s due to you to tell it. 


any misgivin’ or 


reason why I say so,—and be- 
There’s 
poor women, even in this town, put to 
it to get employment by which they can 
earn bread for themselves and their chil- 
dren. They can’t go out to do housework, 
for they’ve got young ones too little to 
carry with ’em, and maybe a whole fami- 
ly of em. Takin’ in sewin’ is their only 
Well, ma’am, for ladies, well- 


rich, to get 


resource, 


to-do and together, under 
pretence of good works and charity, and 
take away work from these poor women, 
by offerin’ to do it « heaper, underbiddin’ 


of ’em for jobs, which I’ve known the 








thing to be done, and then settin’ over 
their ill-gotten tasks, sewin’, and gabblin’ 
slander all the afternoon, to get money 
to buy velvet pulpit-cushions or gilt chan- 
deliers with, or to help pay some mission- 
ary ’s passage to the Tongoo Islands, is, in 
my opinion, a humbug, and, what’s worse, 
a downright breach of the Golden Rule. 
At any rate, with my notions, it would be 
hypocrisy in me to join in, and that’s 
why I don't invite the society here. I 
don’t know but I have spoke too strong; 
if so, I’m sorry ; but I’ve had to earn my 
own livin’, ever since I was a girl, with 
my needle, and I know how hard the lot 
of them is that have to do so too. Be- 
sides, I can’t help thinkin’, what, perhaps, 
you never thought of, yourselves, ladies, 
that every person, who, while they can 
just as well turn their hands to other 
business, yet, for their own whim, or 
pleasure, or convenience, or profit, 
chooses to do work, of which there a’n’t 
enough now in the world to keep in em- 
ployment them that must get such work 
to do, or else beg, or sin, or starve,— 
when I think, I say, that every such per- 
son helps some poor cretur into the grave, 
or the jail, or a place worse than both, I 
feel that strong talk isn’t out of place; 
and I’ve known this very Dorcas Society 
to send to Hartford and get shirts to 
make, under price, and spend their 
blood-money afterwards to buy a new 
earpet for the minister’s parlor. That 
was a fact, Miss Jaynes, though perhaps 
it wa’n’t polite in me to speak on’t; and 
so for fear of worse, I'll say no more.” 

When this speech of his hous« keeper 
came to the Doctor’s ears, he expre ssed 
so Warm an approval of its sentiments, 
that several who heard him began to be 
confirmed in suspicions they had pre- 
viously entertained, the nature of which 
may be inferred from a remark which 
Mrs. Prouty confided to the ear of a 
trusty friend and crony. “ Now do you 
mind what I say, Miss Baker,” said she, 
shaking her snuffy forefinger in Mrs. 
Baker’s face; “ Doctor Bugbee’ll marry 
Tira Blake yet. Now do you just stick 
a pin there.” 
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But the revolving seasons twice went 
their annual round, the great weeping- 
willow-tree in the burying-ground twice 
put forth its tender foliage in the early 
spring, and twice in autumn strewed 
with yellow leaves the mound of Mrs. 
Bugbee’s grave, while the predictions of 
many, who, like Mrs. Prouty, had fore- 
told the Doctor’s second wedding, still 
remained without fulfilment. Nay, at 
the end of two years after his wife’s 
death, Doctor Bugbee seemed to be no 
more disposed to matrimony than in the 
first days of his bereavement. There 
were, to be sure, floating on the current 
of village gossip, certain rumors that he 
was soon to take a second wife ; but as 
none of these reports agreed touching 
the name of the lady, each contradicted 
all the others, and so none were of much 
account. Besides, there was nothing in 
the Doctor’s appearance or behavior that 
seemed to warrant any of these idle 
stories. It is the way with many hope- 
ful widowers (as everybody knows) to 
become, after an interval of decorous 
} 


isk and gay than even 


sadness, more b 


in their youthful days; bestowing un- 
usual care upon their attire and the 
adornment of their persons, and endeav- 
oring, by a courteous and gallant de- 
meanor towards every unmarried lady, 
to signify the great esteem in which they 
hold the female sex. But these signs, 
and all others which betoken an ardent 
desire to win the favor of the fair, were 
wanting in the Doctor’s aspect and 
deportment. Though, as my reader 


knows, he was by nature a man of 


“lively tempér, he was now grown more 


sedate than he had ever been before; 
and instead of attiring himself more 


sprucely than of old, he neglected his 





apparel to such degree, that, although 
few would have noticed the untidy 
change, Statira was filled with continual 
alarms, lest some invidious housewife 
should perceive it, and lay the blame at 
her door. Except when called abroad 
to perform some professional duty, he 
spent his time at home, although his fam- 
ily observed that he secluded himself in 
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his Ga ‘ 7” } . ° ‘ P 

his office, among his books and galli- not be surprised to learn, by a plain 
pots, more than had been his wont, and averment of the simple truth, that not 
that he sometimes indulged in moods one of all the score of ladies, whose 


of silent abstraction, which had never names had been coupled with his own, 





been noticed in his manner until of late. would Doctor Buebee have married. if 
But these changes of demeanor seemed he could, and that to none of them had 
to betoken an enduring sorrow for the he ever given any good reason for be 
loss of his wife, rather than to indicate a lievine that she stood espe hich in 
desire or an intention to choose a succes- his esteen 

sor to her. My readers, therefore, will 


[ To be cor 
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WIsrE men of every name and nation, _ liest exercised in divining who built them 





‘ther I ets, philos yphers, statesmen, first, and why they exist at all. The 


have been trying to explain infant Chinese, the baby Calmuck, the 





the pl zzles of human condition, since the suckling Hottentot, we must suppose, rest 
world began. For three thousand years, unconsciou y in the calm of the heaven 
at least, they have been at this pre blem, from which they, too, have emigrated, as 
and it is far enough from being solved well as the sturdy new-born Briton, or 
yet. Its anomalies seem to have been the freest and most independent little 


expressly contrived by Nature to elude Yankee that is native and to the manner 





ity and defy our cunni born of this great country of our own. 





And no part of it has she arranged so But all alike grow gradually into a con- 
craftily as that web of institutions, habits, sciousness of walls, which, though invisi- 
: 


manners, and customs, in which we find _ ble, are none the less impassable, and of 


ourselves enmeshed as soon as we begin chains, though light as air, yet stronger 


to have any perception at all, and which, than brass or iron. And everywhere is 
slicht and almost invisible as it may seem, the machinery r 





ady, though different 
it is so hard to struggle with and soim- in its frame and operation in different 
possible to break through. It may be  torture-chambers, to crush out the bud- 


true, according to the poetical Platonism ding skepticism, and to mould the mind 





of Wordsworth, that “ heaven lies about into the monotonous decency of general 








us In our 


fancy”; but we very soon. conformity. Fo or Fetish, King or Kai- 
leave it far behind us, and, as we ap- ser, Deity itself or the vicegerents it has 
proach manhood, sadly discover that we appointed in its stead, are answerable for 
have grown up into a jurisdiction of a_ it all. God himself has looked upon it, 
very different kind. and it is very good, and there is no ap- 


In almost every region of the earth, peal from that approval of the Heavenly 


indeed, it is literally true that “shades vision. 
of the prison-house begin to close upon In almost every country in the world 
} 


the growing boy.” As his faculties de- this deification of institutions has been 
velope, he becomes more and more con- promoted by their antiquity. As nobody 
scious of the deepening shadows, as well can remember when they were not, and 
as of the grim walls that cast them on his as no authentic records exist of their first 


soul, and his opening intelligence is ear- establishment, their genealogy can be 
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traced direct to Heaven without danger 
of positive disproof. Thus royal races 
and hereditary aristocracies and privi- 
leged priesthoods established themselves 
so firmly in the opinion of Europe, as 
well as of Asia, and still retain so much 
of their prestige there, notwithstanding 
the turnings and overturnings of the last 
two centuries. This northern half of 
the great American continent, however, 
seems to have been kept back by Nature 
as a tabula rasa, a clean blackboard, on 
which the great problem of civil gov- 
ernment might be worked out, without 
any of the incongruous drawbacks which 
have cast perplexity and despair upon 
those who have undertaken its solution 
in the elder world. All the elements of 
the demonstration were of the most fa- 
vorable nature. Settled by races who 
had inherited or achieved whatever of 
constitutional liberty existed in the world, 
with no hereditary monarch, or governing 


oli 


soil, with every opportunity to avoid all 





archy, or established religion on the 


the vices and to better all the virtues of 
the old polities, the era before which all 
history had been appointed to prepare 
the way seemed to have arrived, when 
the just relations of personal liberty and 
civil government were to be established 
forever. 

And how magnificent the field on 
which the trophy of this final victory 
of a true civilization was to be erected ! 
No empire or kingdom, at least since 
imperial Rome perished from the earth, 
ever unrolled a surface so vast and so 
variegated, so manifold in its fertilities 
and so various in its aspects of beauty 
and = sublimity. From the Northern 
wastes, where the hunter and the trapper 
pursue by force or guile the fur-bearing 
animals, to the ever-perfumed latitudes 
of the lemon and the myrtle,—from the 
stormy Atlantic, where the skiff of the 
fisherman rocks fearlessly under the 
menace of beetling crags amid the foam 
of angry breakers, to where the solemn 
surge of the Pacific pours itself around 
our Western continent, boon Nature has 
spread out fields which ask only the 
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magic touch of Labor to wave with eve- 
ry harvest and blush with every fruit- 
age. Majestic forests crown the hills, 
asking to be transformed into homes 
for man on the solid earth, or into the 
moving miracles in which he flies on 
wings of wind or flame over the ocean 
to the ends of the earth. Exhaustless 
mineral treasures offer themselves to his 
hand, searce hidden beneath the soil, 
or lying carelessly upon the surface— 
coal, and lead, and copper, and the “ all- 
worshipped ore” of gold itself ; while 
quarries, reaching to the centre, from 
many a rugged hill-top, barren of all 
beside, court the architect and the 
sculptor, ready to give shape to their 
dreams of beauty in the palace or in 
the statue. 

The soil, too, is fitted by the influences 
of every sky for the production of every 
harvest that can bring food, comfort, 
wealth, and luxury to man. Every fami- 
ly of the grasses, every cereal that can 
strengthen the heart, every fruit that can 
delight the taste, every fibre that can be 
woven into raiment or persuaded into 
the thousand shapes of human necessity, 
asks but a gentle solicitation to pour its 
abundance bounteously into the bosom 
of the husbandman. And men have 
multiplied under conditions thus auspi- 
cious to life, until they swarm on the 
Atlantic slope, are fast filling up the 
great valley of the Mississippi, and grad- 
ually flow over upon the descent towards 
the Pacific. The three millions, who 
formed the population of the Thirteen 
States that set the British empire at 
defiance, have grown up into a nation 
of nearly, if not quite, ten times that 
strength, within the duration of active 
lives not yet finished. And in freedom 
from unmanageable debt, in abundance 
and certainty of revenue, in the materials 
for naval armaments, in the elements of 
which armies are made up, in every- 
thing that goes to form national wealth, 
power, and strength, the United States, 


it would seem, even as they are now, 


might stand against the world in arms, 
or in the arts of peace. Are not these 
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results proofs irrefragable of the wisdom 
of the government under which they 
have come to pass ? 

When the eyes of the thoughtful in- 
quirer turn from the general prospect of 
the national greatness and strength, to 
the geographical divisions of the country, 
to examine the relative proportions of 
these cif s contributed by each, he begins 
to be aware that there are anomalies in 


the moral and political condition even 





of this youngest of nations, not 
what have perplexed him in his observa- 
1 He beholds the 


sr ¢ Idk r sisters. 


tion of | 





embracing within its 


ree hundred th 


yuthe n region, 


yusand more 





s than the domain of the 
wered with a soil incomparably 
watered by mighty rivers 
fit to float the argosies of the world, 


sun and canopied 


by 1 propitious skies, with every 
elem«e of pr sperity and wealth show- 
ered upon it with Nature’s fullest and 
mos hdrawing hand, and sees, 
that tanding all this, the share 

Dp wealth and strength drawn 


most inappreciable by the 





common 
of the 


° : 

it is poured into the 
I 

stock vv the 


strenuous sterility 


it 


With every Op] ortunity and 
Nature can suppl) 


means tl | 


for com- 


mer with navigable rivers sear hing 
its re st corners, with admirable har- 
bors in which the navies of the world 
mig ! vith the chief articles of ex- 
port for its staple productions, it still 
depend upon its N n partner to 





fetch and carry all that it produces, and 


iw materials of manufactures and 


consumes. sed of 


ail the r 


the arts, its inhabitants look to the North 
for « I ything they need from the cradle 
to the coffin. Essentially agricultural in 
its constitution, with every blessing Na- 
ture can bestow upon it, the gross value 
of all its productions is less by millions 


than that of the simple grass of the field 


With all 


wealth, the 


gathered into Northern barns. 


the means and materials of 


South is poor. 


With every advantage 
for gathering strength and self-reliance 
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it is weak and dependent.— Why this 
difference between the two ? 

It is to be 
found in the reward which Labor bestows 


The u hy is not far to seek. 


on those that pay it due reverence in the 


one case, and the punishment it inflicts 








offering it outrage and insult in 
the other. All 


. . : 
from Labor, the 


on those 
wealth proceeding forth 
ind where it is honored 


ministers respected and reward- 


and its 
needs rejoice in the greatest 


Where, on the 


is regarded 


ibundance of its gifts. 


y, its exercise as the 


vile office of 





ind the 


ishonor 


{t 


the refuse and offscouring of the race, 


its largess must be proportionably meagre 
scanty. Tl e 
found 


nature. A man in fetters cannot do the 


and key of the enigma is 


to be in the constitution of human 


task-work that one whose limbs are un- 


shackled looks upon 


is a pastime. A 
man urged by the prospect of winning 
and 


of his brain 


un improved condition for himself 


his chiid 


y the skill 


of his hand must needs 
} 


results such as no fear of torture 


can extort from one denied the holy 


Hence the difference 


stimulus of hope. 
so often noticed between tracts lying side 


by side, separated only by a river or an 


imaginary line; on one side of which, 





thrift and comfort and vatherine wealth, 
crowing villages, smiling farms, con- 
venient habitations, school-houses, and 


churches make the landscape beautiful ; 


while on the other, slovenly husbandry, 
dilapidated mansions, sordid huts, peril- 
ous wastes, horrible roads, the rare spire, 








and rarer village school betray all the 


nakedness of the land. It is the magic 
of motive that calls forth all this wealth 
and beauty to bless the most sterile soil 
willing and intellige nt 


stirred by labor ; 


while the 


squalor 


reversing of that pell scatters 


and poverty and mist n 


, 
lands endowed by Nature with the high- 





est fertility, spreading their leprous in- 
fection from the laborer to his lord. All 
this is in strict accordance with the laws 
of God, as expounded by man in his 
books on political economy. 


Not so, however, with the stranger 

















RAP 07 


2 


=f, 


242 Where will it End? 


phenomenon to be discerned inextricably 
connected with this anomaly, but not, 
apparently, naturally and inevitably flow- 
ing from it. That the denial of his 
natural and civil rights to the laborer 
who sows and reaps the harvests of the 
Southern country should be avenged 
upon his enslaver in the scanty yield- 
ing of the earth, and in the unthrift, the 
vices, and the wretchedness which are 
the only crops that spring spontaneously 
from soil blasted by slavery, is nothing 
strange. It is only the statement of the 
truism in moral and in political econo- 
my, that true prosperity can never grow 
up from wrong and wickedness. That 
pauperism, and ignorance, and vice, that 
reckless habits, and debasing customs, 
and barbarous manners should come of 
an organized degradation of labor, and 
of cruelty and injustice crystallized into 
an institution, is an inevitable necessity, 
and strictly according to the nature of 
things. But that the stronger half of 
the nation should suffer the weaker to 
rule over it in virtue of its weakness, 
that the richer region should submit to 
the political tyranny of its impoverished 
moiety because of that very poverty, is 
indeed a marvel and a mystery. That 
the intelligent, educated, and civilized 
portion of a race should consent to the 
sway of their ignorant, illiterate, and 
barbarian companions in the common- 
wealth, and this by reason of that 
uncouth barbarism, is an astonishment, 
and should be a hissing to all beholders 
everywhere. It would be so to our- 
selves, were we not so used to the fact, 
had it not so grown into our essence and 
ingrained itself with our nature as to 
seem a vital organism of our being. Of 
all the anomalies in morals and in poli- 
ties which the history of civilized man 
affords, this is surely the most abnormous 
and the most unreasonable. 

The entire history of the United 
States is but the record of the evidence 
of this fact. What event in our annals is 
there that Slavery has not set her brand 
upon it to mark it as her own? In the 
very moment of the nation’s birth, like the 
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evil fairy of the nursery tale, she was pres- 
ent to curse it with her fatal words. The 
spell then wound up has gone on increas- 
ing in power, until the scanty formulas 
which seemed in those days of infancy as 
if they would fade out of the parchment 
into which they had been foisted, and 
leave nowtrace that they ever were, have 
blotted out all beside, and statesmen 
and judges read nothing there but the 
awful and all-pervading name of Slavery. 
Once intrenched among the institutions 
of the country, this baleful power has ad- 
vanced from one position to another, 
never losing ground, but establishing it- 
self at each successive point more im- 
pregnably than before, until it has us at 
an advantage that encourages it to de- 
mand the surrender of our rights, our 
self-respect, and our honor. What was 
once whispered in the secret chamber of 
council is now proclaimed upon the house- 
tops; what was once done by indirection 
and guile is now carried with the high 
hand, in the face of day, at the mouth of 
the cannon and by the edge of the sabre 
of the nation. Doctrines and designs 
which a few years since could find no 
mouthpiece out of a bar-room, or the 
piratical den of a fillibuster, are now 
clothed with power by the authentic re- 
sponse of the bench of our highest judi- 
eatory, and obsequiously iterated from 
the oracular recesses of the National 
Palace. 

And the events which now fill the 
scene are but due successors in the train 
that has swept over the stage ever since 
the nineteenth century opened the pro- 
cession with the purchase of Louisiana. 
The acquisition of that vast territory, im- 
portant as it was in a national point of 
view,—but coveted by the South mainly 
as the fruitful mother of slave-holding 
States, and for the precedent it estab- 
lished, that the Constitution was a bar- 
ier only to what should impede, never 
to what might promote, the interests of 
Slavery,—was the first great stride she 
made as she stalked to her design. 
The admission of Missouri as a slave- 
holding State, granted after a struggle 


==] 


| 
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that shook American society to the cen- 


tre, and then only on the memorable 
promises now broken to the ear as well 
as to the hope, was the next vantage- 
The 
Flor- 
ida, though in design and in effect as 


revolutionary an action as that of Louisi- 


ground seized and maintained. 


nearly contemporary purchase of 


ana, excited 





aratively little opposi- 


tion. It was but the following up of an 
acknowledged victory by the Slave Pow- 
er. The long and bloody wars in her 


miserable swamps, waged against the 


savages that gave shelter to 


humanity of 
the fugitives from her tyranny,—slave- 
hunts, merely, on a national scale and 
at the con -followed next 


Then 


distance, and, 


mon expense,— 


in the march of 
] +} 


loomed in the 


events. Texas 
after years 
of gradual approach and covert advan- 


first wrested from Mexico, Sla- 





ces. g 
very next indissolubly chained to her, 
and then, by a coup d'état of astonish- 
ing impudence, was added, by a flourish 


lyler’s pen, in the very article 

of his political dissolution, to “the Area 
edom ! Next came the war with 

Mexico, lying 


in its pretences, bloody in 





its conduct, triumphant in its results, 


for it won vast regions suitable for Sla- 





now, and taught the way to win 


: , 
larger conquests when her ever-hungry 


m should crave them. What need to 
re he Fugitive-Slave Bill, and the 
othe ‘‘ Compromises” of 1850? or to 
recite the base repeal of the Missouri 


Com] rom 3 showing the slaveholder’s 


regard for promises to be as sacred as 
"a pettifogger for justice or of a 
an oath? or to point to the 


pl ins of Kansas, red with the blood of 


dicer for 


her sons and blackened with the cinders 
of her towns, while the President of the 
United States held the sword of the na- 
tion at her throat to compel her to sub- 
mission ? 

t 


perpetual and transcender 


i 


ICCESS, . 
such as has always waited on Slavery in 
all her att mpts to mould the history of 
the country and to compel the course of 


its events to do her bidding, naturally 


excites a measure of curiosity if not of 
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admiration, in the mind of every observ- 


er. Have the slave-owners thus gone 


from 
) strength by reason of their 


on from victory to victory and 


strength t 


multitude, of their wealth, of their pub- 
as 


wisdom, of their genius, or of their vir 


~vices, of their intelligence, of their 


cigantic crime some- 
energy 
respect even 
The right 


supremacy of the power that thus sways 


tue ? Success in 


times implies a strength and 


which compel a kind of 


from those that hate it most. 


our destiny clearly does not reside in 
the overwhelming numbers of those that 
who 
Sla- 
is less than 
FIFTY THOU- 


The entire sum of all 
direct 


bear rule. 
connection with 


have any 


very, as owners or hirers, 


THREE HUNDRED 
half as many as 


single city of New 
And yet even this 


AND 
the inhabi- 


York! 


xaggerates 


SAND,—not 


tants of the 
number ¢ 
the numerical foree cf the dominant 
element in our affairs. 


to the 


To approximate 


true result, it would be fair to 


strike from the gross sum those owning 
or employing less than ten slaves, in 
order to arrive at the number of slave- 
owners who really compose the ruling 
influence of the This 


leave but a small fraction over NINETY 


nation. would 


THOUSAND, men, women, and children, 
them in 


; should 


act- 


owning slaves enough to unite 
And from thi 


be deducted the women and minors, 


a common interest. 


ually owning slaves in their own right, 
but who have no voice in public affairs. 
These taken away, and the absentees 
flying to Europe or the North from the 
moral contaminations and material dis- 
comforts inseparable from Slavery, and 
not much more than FIFTY THOUSAND 
voting men will remain to represent this 
mighty and all-controlling powé rig 
fact as astounding as it is incontroverti- 


ble. 


Oligarchies are nothing new in the 
history of the world. The government 
of the many by the fewis the rule, and 


not the exce ption, in the polities of the 
imes that have been and of those that 
But the concentration of the 


now are. 


power that de termines the policy, makes 
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the laws, and appoints the ministers of a 
mighty nation, in the hands of less than 
the five-hundredth part of its members, is 
an improvement on the essence of the 
elder aristocracies; while the usurpation 


of the title of the Model Republic and of 


the Pattern Democracy, under which we 
offer ourselves to the admiration and imi- 
tation of less happy nations, is certain- 
ly a refinement on their nomenclature. 
This prerogative of power, too, is else- 
where conceded by the multitude to their 
rulers generally for some especial fitness, 
real or imaginary, for the office they have 
assumed. Some services of their own or 
of their ancestors to the state, some su- 
periority, natural or acquired, of parts or 
skill, at least some specialty of high cul- 
ture and elegant breeding, a quick sense 
of honor, a jealousy of insult to the pub- 
lic, an impatience of personal stain,—some 
or all of these qualities, appealing to the 
gratitude or to the imagination of the 
masses, have usually been supposed to 
inhere in the class they permit to rule 
over them. By virtue of some or all of 
these things, its members have had al- 
lowed to them their privileges and their 
precedency, their rights of exemption 
and of preéminence, their voice poten- 
tial in the councils of the state, and their 
claim to be foremost in its defence in 
the hour of its danger. Some ray of 
imagination there is, which, falling on the 
knightly shields and heraldic devices that 
symbolize their conceded superiority, at 
least dazzles the eyes and delights the 
fancy of the crowd, so as to blind them 
to the inherine vices and essential falla- 
cies of the Order to whose will they bow. 
But no such consolations of delusion 
remain to us, as we stand face to face 
with the Power which holds our destinies 
in its hand. None of these blear illu- 
sions can cheat our eyes with any such 
false presentments. No antiquity hal- 
lows, no public services consecrate, no 
gifts of lofty culture adorn, no graces of 
noble breeding embellish the coarse and 
sordid oligarchy that gives law to us. 
And in the blighting shadow of Slavery 
letters die and art cannot live. What 
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book has the South ever given to the 


libraries of the world? What work of 


art has she ever added to its galleries? 
What artist has she produced that did 
not instinctively fiy, like Allston, to re- 
gions in which genius could breathe and 
art was possible? What statesman has 
she reared, since Jefferson died and 
Madison ceased to write, save those in- 
trepid discoverers who have taught that 
Slavery is the corner-stone of republican 
institutions, and the vital element of 
Freedom herself? What divine, except- 
ing the godly men whose theologic skill 
has attained to the doctrine that Slavery 
is of the essence of the Gospel of Jesus 
Christ? What moralist, besides those 
ethic doctors who teach that it is accord- 
ing to the Divine Justice that the strong- 
er race should strip the weaker of eve- 
ry civil, social, and moral right? The 
unrighteous partiality, extorted by the 
threats of Carolina and Georgia in 1788, 
which gives them a disproportionate rep- 
resentation because of their property 
in men, and the unity of interest which 
makes them always act in behalf of Sla- 
very as one man, have made them thus 
omnipotent. The North, distracted by a 
thousand interests, has always been at 
the merey of whatever barbarian chief 
in the capitol could throw his slave-whip 
into the trembling scale of party. The 
government having been always, since 
this century began, at least, the crea- 
ture and the tool of the slaveholders, 
the whole patronage of the nation, and 
the treasury filled chiefly by Northern 
commerce, have been at their command 
to help manipulate and mould plastic 
Northern consciences into practicable 
shapes. When the slave interest, con- 
sisting, at its own largest account of it- 
self, of less than THREE HUNDRED AND 
FIFTY THOUSAND souls, has thirty mem- 
bers of the Senate, while the free-labor 
interest, consisting of at least TWENTY- 
FOUR MILLIONS, SIX HUNDRED AND 
FIFTY THOUSAND souls, has but thirty- 
two, and when the former has a dele- 
gation of some score of members to 


represent its slaves in the House, besides 
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its own fair proportion, can we marvel 
that it has achieved the mastery over us, 
which is written in black and bloody 


characters ‘on so many pages of our 
history ? 

Such having been the absolute sway 
Slavery has exercised over the facts of 
our history, what has been its influence 
characters of the with 


Of all the pro- 


upon the men 
whom it has had to do ? 
a nation, its men are what 


How 


have the men of America stood this test ? 


ductions of 


prove its quality the most surely. 
Have those in the high places, they who 
called to wait at the 
before all the people, maintained the dig- 


have been altar 
nity of character and secured the gen- 
eral reverence which marked and waited 
upon their predecessors in the days of 
our small things? The population of 
the United States has multiplied itself 
nearly tenfold, while its wealth has in- 
creased in a still greater proportion, 


since the peace of ’Eighty-Three. Have 


the Representative Men of the nation 


been made or maintained great and 


magnanimous, too? Or is that other 
anomaly, which has so perplexed the 
curious foreigner, an admitted fact, that 
in proportion as the country has wax- 
ed great and powerful, its public men 
have dwindled from giants in the last 
Alas, to ask 

Compare 


century to dwarfs in this ? 
the question is to answer it. 
Franklin, and Adams, and Jay, met at 
Paris to negotiate the treaty of peace 
which was to seal the recognition of their 
country as an equal sister in the family 
of nations, with Buchanan, and Soulé, 
and Mason, convened at Ostend to plot 
the larceny of Cuba! Sages and law- 
givers, consulting for the welfare of a 
world and a race, on the one hand, and 
buccaneers conspiring for the pillage of a 
sugar-island on the other! 

What men, too, did not Washington 
Adams call 


Cabinet !—how representative of great 


and around them in the 


ideas! how historical! how immortal! 


How 


the names of 


our readers 


their 
Inflated obscurities, bloat- 


many of can name 
successors of the 


present day ? 
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ed insignificances, who knows or cares 


whence they came or what they are? 
We know whose bidding they were ap- 
pointed to obey, and what manner of 


And 


shall we dare extend our profane com- 


work they are ready to perform. 


parisons even higher than the Cabinet ? 
Shall we bring the shadowy majesty of 
Washington’s august idea alongside the 
microscopic realities of to-day? Let us 
be more merciful, and take our depar- 
ture from the middle term between the 
Old and the New, ocx upied by Andrew 
Jackson, whose iron will and doggedness 
of purpose give definite character, if not 
awful dignity, to his image. 
the Slave 


In his time, 


Power, though always the 
secret spring which set events in motion, 
began to let its workings be seen more 
openly than ever before. And from his 
time forward, what a graduated line of 
still 
successively through the portals of the 
White House! From Van Buren to 
Tyler, from Tyler to Polk, from Polk 
Fillmore to 


“Fine by degrees and beautifully less,” 
? 2 e ? 


diminishing shadows have glided 


to Fillmore, from Pierce ! 
until it at last reached the vanishing 
point ! 

The baleful influence thus ever shed 
by Slavery on our national history and 
our public men has not yet spent its 
malignant forces. It has, indeed, reach- 
ed a height which a few years ago it 
was thought the wildest fanaticism to 
predict; but its fatal power will not be 
stayed in the mid-sweep of its career. 
The Ordinance of 1787 torn to shreds 
scattered to the line 
1820, which the slaveholders 


and winds,—the 
drawn in 
plighted their faith Slavery should never 
overstep, insolently as well as infamous- 
ly obliterated,—Slavery presiding in the 
Cabinet, seated on the Supreme Bench, 
halls of 
man can say what shape its next aggres- 
A direct 
attack on the freedom of the press and 


absolute in the Congress,—no 


sion may not take to itself. 


the liberty of speech at the North, where 


alone either exists, were no more in- 


credible than the later insolences of its 


tyranny. The battle not yet over in 
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Kansas, for the compulsory establish- 
ment of Slavery there by the interposi- 
tion of the Federal arm, will be renewed 
in every Territory as it is ripening into 
a State. Already warning voices are 
heard in the air, presaging such a con- 
flict in Oregon. Parasites everywhere 
instinctively feel that a zeal for the 
establishment of Slavery where it has 
been abolished, or its introduction where 
it had been prohibited, is the highest 
recommendation to the Executive favor. 
The rehabilitation of the African slave- 
trade is seriously proposed and will be 
furiously urged, and nothing can hinder 
its accomplishment but its interference 
with the domestic manufactures of the 
breeding Slave States. The pirate 
Walker is already mustering his forces 
for another incursion into Nicaragua, 
and rumors are rife that General Hous- 
ton designs wresting yet another Texas 
from Mexico. Mighty events are at 
hand, even at the door; and the mission 


hem all will be to fix Slavery firmly 


of t 
and forever on the throne of this nation. 


is conspiracy to be 





Is the suecess of th 
final and eternal? Are the States which 
name themselves, in simplicity or in irony, 
the Free States, to be always the satra- 
pies of a central power like this? Are 
we forever to submit to be cheated out 
of our national rights by an oligarchy as 
despicable as it is detestable, because it 
clothes itself in the forms of democracy, 
and allows us the ceremonies of choice, 


the name of power, and the permission 





to register the edicts of the sovereign ? 
We, who broke the sceptre of King 
George, and set our feet on the suprem- 
acy of the British Parliament, surrender 
ourselves, bound hand and foot in bonds 
of our own weaving, into the hands of 
the slaveholding Philistines! We, who 
scorned the rule of the aristocracy of 
English acres, submit without a mur- 
mur, or with an ineffectual resistance, 
to the aristocracy of American flesh and 
blood! Is our spirit effectually broken ? 
is the brand of meanness and compro- 
mise burnt in uneffaceably upon our 
souls? and are we never to be roused, 
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by any indignities, to fervent resentment 
and effectual resistance? The answer 
to these grave questions lies with our- 
selves alone. One hundred thousand, or 
three hundred thousand men, however 
crafty and unscrupulous, cannot for- 
ever keep under their rule more than 
twenty millions, as much their superiors 
in wealth and intelligence as in numbers, 
except by their own consent. If the 
growing millions are to be driven with 
cartwhips along the pathway of their his- 
tory by the dwindling thousands, they 
have none to blame for it but themselves. 
If they like to have their laws framed 
and expounded, their presidents ap- 
pointed, their foreign policy dictated, 
their domestic interests tampered with, 
their war and peace made for them, 
their national fame and personal honor 
tarnished, and the lie given to all their 
boastings before the old despotisms, by 
this insignificant fraction of their num- 


ber,.—scarcely visible to the naked eye 


in the assembly of the whole people,— 
none can gainsay or resist their pleasure 
But will the many always thus sub- 


mit themselves to the domination of the 
few? We believe that the days of this 
ignominious subjection are already num- 
bered. Signs in heaven and on earth 
tell us that one of those movements has 
begun to be felt in the Northern mind, 
which perplex tyrannies everywhere with 
the fear of change. The insults and 
wrongs so long heaped upon the North by 
the S yuth begin to be felt. The torpid 
giant moves uneasily beneath his moun- 
tain-load of indignities. The people of 
the North begin to feel that they support 








a government for the benefit of their nat- 
ural enemies; for, of all antipathies, that 
of slave labor to free is the most deadly 
and irreconcilable. There never was a 
time when the relations of the North and 
the South, as complicated by Slavery, 
were so well understood and so deeply 
resented as now. In fields, in farm- 
houses, and in workshops, there is a 
spirit aroused which can never be laid 
or exorcised till it has done its task. 
We see its work in the great uprising of 
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the Free States against the Slave States 
Though 


trick« ry an l corruption cheated it of its 


in the late national election. 
end, the thunder of its protest struck ter- 
ror into the hearts of the tyrants. We 
hear its echo, as it comes back from the 
Slave States themselves, in the ext eeding 
bitter ery of the whites for deliverance 
from the bondage which the slavery of 
the blacks has brought upon them also. 
We discern the confession of its might in 
the very 


the Slave Power. 


extravagances and violences of 
It is its conscious and 
admitted weakness that has made Texas 
Mexi Oo 


Northwestern territory, necessary to be 


and and Cuba, and our own 


devoured. It is desperation, and not 


strength, that has made the bludgeon 
and the bowie-knife integral parts of the 


Ai 1eri- 


can Government, the American Press, 


] 


national legislation. It has the 


and the American Church, in its na- 





as ,] 
Humanit) l the Christianity of the 
Nation id the 


crate it. ] icy that be agaist it are 


ld abhor and exe- 





1ey that be for it. 


It ces, for its time is short. And its 
rage is the fiercer because of the symp- 
toms of rebellion against its despotism 
which it discerns among the white men 


of the South, who from poverty or from 


principle h re in its sway. 
When we sp South as distin- 
cuished f i th by elements of 





inherent hostility, we speak only of the 
governing faction, and not of the 
of nominally free men who are scarcely 
less its thralls than the black slaves them- 
selves. This unhappy class of our coun- 
feel the blight 


which Slavery spreads around it, be- 


trymen are the first to 


cause they are the nearest to its noxious 





power. subjects of no European 
despotism are under a closer espionage, 


‘vanized system of terrorism, 
than are they. The slaveholders, having 
the we lth, nd educ ation 


that 


ne arly all the 
the South can boast of, employ 


these mighty instruments of power to 
create the 


public sentiment and to con- 


trol the public affairs of their region, so 





Where will it End? 








247 


as best to secure their own supremacy. 
No word of dissent to the institutions 
under which they live, no sy llable of dis- 
satisfaction, even, with any of the excesses 
they stimulate, can be breathed in safety 
A Christian minister in Tennessee re- 
lates an act of fiendish cruelty inflicted 
up ma slave by one of the members of 
his church, and he is forced to leave hi 
Anoth- 


er in South Carolina presumes to express 





charge, if not to fly the country. 


in conversation his disapprobation of the 


murderous assault of Brooks on Senator 
Sumner, and his pastoral relations are 


} | } 
broken 


up on the instant, as if he had 


been guilty of gross crime or flagrant 
Professor Hedrick, in North 
Carolina, ventures to utter a preference 


the last 


heresy. 


for the Northern candidate in 


presidential campaign, and he is summa- 
rily eje 


ted from his chair, and virtually 
banished from his native State. Mr 





Underwood, of cinia, dares to attend 
the conve on of the party he preferred, 


: is forbidden to return to his home 


on pain of death. The blackness of 


7 _— 
darkness and the 


death are 


*)) 
stiliness ol 
thus forced to brood over that land which 
God 


formed so fair, and made to be so 


happy. 


That such a tyranny should excite an 


antagonistic spirit of resistance is inevi- 
table from the constitution of man and 
the characte r of God. The sporadic 


cases of protest and of resistance to the 
slaveholding aristocracy, which lift them- 


dead level 


of the surrounding despotism, are repre- 


1 andi i» all } 
eives occasionally above the 


sentative cases. They stand for much 


more than their single selves. They 
prove that there is a wide-spread spirit 
of discontent, informing great regions of 
the slave-land, which must one day find 
or force an opportunity of making itself 


heard and felt. 


in the great movement in Missouri, the 


This we have just seen 


very nursing-mother of Border-Ruflian- 
ism itself, which narrowly missed mak- 
ing Emancipation the policy of the 

Such a 
result is the product of no sudden cul- 


ture. It and 


majority of the voters there. 


must have 


been long 
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And how could it 
There must be intelli- 


gence enough among the non-slavehold- 


slowly growing up. 


be otherwise ? 


ing whites to see the difference there is 
between themselves and persons of the 
same condition in the Free States. Why 
Why is 
it necessary that a missionary society be 
formed at the North to furnish them with 
such 


can they have no free schools ? 


ministers as the slave-master can 
approve? Why can they not support 
their own ministers, and have a Gospel 
of Free Labor preached to them, if they 
choose ? Why are they hindered from 
taking such newspapers as they please ? 
Why are they subjected to a censorship 
of the press, which dictates to them what 
they may or may not read, and which 
punishes booksellers with exile and ruin 
for keeping for sale what they want to 
buy ? Why must Northern publishers 
expurgate and emasculate the literature 
of the world before it is permitted to 
reach them? Why is it that the value 
of acres increases in a geometrical ratio, 
as they stretch away towards the North 
Star the 
These questions must suggest their suffi- 


from frontier of Slavery ? 
cient answer to thousands of hearts, and 
be preparing the way for the insurrection 
of which the slaveholders stand in the 
deadliest fear,—that of the whites at their 
gates, who can do with them and their 
institutions what seems to them good, 
when once they know their power, and 
choose to put it forth. The unity of in- 
terest of the the 
South with the people of the Free States 


non-slaveholders of 


is perfect, and it must one day combine 
them in a unity of action. 

The exact time when the millions of the 
North and of the South shall rise upon 
this puny mastership, and snatch from 
its hands the control of their own affairs, 
we ¢annot tell,—nor yet the authentic 
shape which that righteous insurrection 
will take unto itself. But we know that 
when the great body of any nation is 
thoroughly aroused, and fully in earnest 
to abate a mischief or to right a wrong, 
nothing can resist its energy or defeat its 


purpose. It will provide the way, when 
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Men 


look out upon the world they live in, and 


its will is once thoroughly excited. 


it seems as if a change for the better 
were hopeless and impossible. The great 
statesmen, the eminent divines, the rever- 
end judges, the learned lawyers, the 
wealthy landholders and merchants are 
all leagued together to repel innovation. 
But the still its orbit 


around the sun; decay and change and 


earth moves in 
death pursue their inevitable course ; the 
child is born and grows up; the strong 
the law of flux 
and efflux never ceases, and lo! ere men 


man grows old and dies; 


are aware of it, all things have become 
new. Fresh eyes look upon the world, 
and it is changed. Where are now Cal- 
houn, and Clay, and Webster? Where 
will shortly be Cass, and Buchanan, and 
Benton, and their like ? Vanished from 
the stage of affairs, if not from the face 
of Nature. Who are to take 
God knows. But we 
that the school in which men are now in 


their 
places ? know 
training for the arena is very different 
from the one which formed the past and 
passing generations of politicians. Great 
ideas are abroad, challenging the en- 
counter of youth. Angels wrestle with 
the men of this generation, as with the 
Patriarch of old, and it is our own fault 
if a blessing be not extorted ere they 
take their flight. 
which in the earlier days of the repub- 


Principles, like those 


lic elevated men into statesmen, are now 
again in the field, chasing the policies 
which have dwarfed their sons into poli- 
ticians. These things are portentous of 
change,—perhaps sudden, but, however 
delayed, inevitable. 


And 


ward shape in which it may incarnate 


this change, whatever the out-~ 


itself, in the fulness of time, will come 
of changed ideas, opinions, and feelings 
in the general mind and heart. All 
institutions, even those of the oldest of 
despotisms, exist by the permission and 
consent of those who live under them. 
Change the ideas of the thronging multi- 
tudes by the banks of the Neva, or on 
the shores of the Bosphorus, and they 


will be changed into Republicans and 
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Christians in the twinkling of an eye. 
Not merely the Kingdom of Heaven, but 
the kingdoms of this world, are within us. 
Ideas are their substance; institutions 
and customs but the shadows they cast 


Mould the sub- 


stance anew, and the projected shadow 


into the visible sphere. 


must represent the altered shape within. 
Hence the 


more than the petty despots of the plan- 


dread despots feel, and none 


tation, of whatever may throw the light 
of intelligence across the mental sight of 
] 


their slaves. Men endure the ills they 


have, either because they think them 
lest, 
should they seek to fly them, it might be 


The 


present Bonaparte holds France in a 


blessings, or because they fear 


to others that they know not of. 


chain because she is willing that he 
should. Let her but breathe upon the 
padlock, and, like that in the fable, it 
will fade into air, and he and his dynasty 
will vanish with it. So the people of the 
North submit to the domination of the 
South because they are used to it, and 
are doubtful as to what may replace it. 
Whenever the millions, North and South, 
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whom Slavery grinds under her heel, 
shall be that 
usurpation shall cease, it will disappear, 
and 


resolutely minded her 


forever. As soon as the stone is 
thrown the giant will die, and men will 
marvel that they endured him so long. 
But this can only come to pass by virtue 
of a change yet to be wrought in the 
hearts and minds of men. Ideas every- 
where are royal;—here they are impe- 
rial. It is the great office of genius, and 
eloquence, and sacred function, and con- 
spicuous station, and personal influence 
to herald their approach and to prepare 
the way before them, that they may as- 
sert their state and give holy laws to the 
Thus a 


and pressure may be 


listening nation. glorious form 


given to the coming 
age. Thus the ideal of a true republic, 
of a government of laws made and ex- 
ecuted by the people, of which bards 
have sung and prophets dreamed, and 
for which martyrs have suffered and 
heroes died, may yet be possible to us, 
and the great experiment of this West- 
ern World be indeed a Model, instead of 
a Warning to the nations. 
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Ort round my hall of portraiture I gaze, 

3y Memory reared, the artist wise and holy, 
From stainless quarries of deep-buried days. 
There, as I muse in soothing melancholy, 
Your faces glow in more than mortal youth, 
Companions of my prime, now vanished wholly,— 
The loud, impetuous boy, the low-voiced maiden. 
Ah, never master that drew mortal breath 
Can match thy portraits, just and generous Death, 
Whose brush with sweet regretful tints is laden ! 
Thou paintest that which struggled here below 
Half understood, or understood for woe, 

And, with a sweet forewarning, 

Mak’st round the sacred front an aureole glow 
Woven of that light that rose on Easter mornin 


ov, 
=) 
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Homeopathic Domestic Physician, etc., etc. 
By J. H. Pourre, M. D., Author of 
“Woman’s Medical Guide,” ete. Twen- 
ty-fourth thousand. Cincinnati: Moore, 
Wilstach, Keys, & Co. London: James 
Epps, 170, Piccadilly, 1857. 


Or course the reader understands the 
following notice to be written by a vener- 
able practitioner, who carries a gold-head- 
ed cane, and does not believe in any 
medical authority later than Sydenham. 
Listen to him, then, and remember that if 
anything in the way of answer, or remon- 
strance, or controversial advertisement is 
sent to the head-quarters of this periodi- 
eal, it will go directly into the basket, 
which entering, a manuscript leaves all 
hope behind. The “old salts” of the “ At- 
lantic” do not go for non-committal and 
neutrality. or any of that kind of non- 

gold stick 
ground to himself, or keep 
another set of readers. A 
en “Senex” and “ Fair- 


sense Our oracle with the 





play’ would be amusing, but expensive. 
We have no space for it; and the old 
gentleman, though he can use his cane 
smartly for one of his age, positively de- 
clines the game of single-stick. Hear him. 

—The book mentioned above lies be- 
fore us with its valves open, helpless as 
hell, inviting the critical 
pungent, the professional acid, and the ju- 
We will be mer- 
ciful. This fat little literary mollusk is 


an oyster on its s 
dicial impaling trident 

well-conditioned, of fair asp ct, and seem- 
ingly good of its kind. Twenty-four thou- 
sand individuals,—we have its title-page 
as authority,—more or less lineal descend- 
ants of Solomon, have become the fortu- 
nate possessors of this plethoric guide to 


earthly immortali They might have 


for the work is well printed 





done worse ; 





well arranged, and typographically credit- 
able to the great publishing-house which 
honors Cincinnati by its intelligent enter- 
prise. The purchasers have done very 
wisely in buying a book which will not 
hurt their eyes. Mr. Otis Clapp, bibli- 
opolist, has the work, and will be pleased 
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to supply it to an indefinite number of 
the family above referred to. 

—Men live in the immediate neigh- 
borhood of a great menagerie, the doors 
of which are always open. The beasts 
of prey that come out are called diseases. 
They feed upon us, and between their 
teeth we must all pass sooner or later,— 
all but a few, who are otherwise taken 
eare of. When these animals attack a 
man, most of them give him a scratch or 
a bite, and let him go. Some hold ona 
little while; some are carried about for 
weeks or months, until the carrier drops 
down, or they drop off. By and by 
one is sure to come along that drags 
down the strongest, and makes an end 
of him. 

Most people know little or nothing of 
these beasts, until all at once they find 
themselves attacked by one of them. 
They are therefore liable to be frightened 
by those that are not dangerous, and care- 
less with those that are destructive. They 
do not know what will soothe, and what 
will exasperate them. They do not even 
know the dens of many of them, though 
they are close to their own dwellings. 

A physician is one that has lived among 
these beasts, and studied their aspects 
and habits. He knows them all well, and 
looks them in the face, an 


on their backs daily. 





1 lays his hand 
They seem, as it 
were, to know him, and to greet him with 
such risus sardonicus as they can muster. 
He knows that his friends and himself 
have all got to be eaten up at last by 
them, and his friends have the same 
belief. Yet they want him near them at 
all times, and with them when they are 
set upon by any of these their natural 
enemies. He goes, knowing pretty well 
what he can do and what he cannot. 

He can talk to them in a quiet and sen- 
sible way about these terrible beings, con- 
cerning which they are so ignorant, and 
liable to harbor such foolish fancies. He 
can frighten away some of the lesser kind 
of animals with certain ill-smelling prepa- 
Once in a 
while he can draw the teeth of some of 
the biggest, or throttle them. He can 


rations he carries about him. 
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point out their dens, and so keep many 
from falling into their jaws. 

This is a great deal to promise or per- 
form, but it is not all that is expected of 
him. Sick people are very apt to be both 





fools and cowards. Many of them confess 
the fact in the frankest possible way. If 
you doubt it, ask the next dentist about 
the wisdom and courage of average man- 
hood under the dispensation of a bad 
tooth. As a tooth is to a liver, so are the 
dentists’ patients to the doctors’, in the 
want of the two excellences above men- 
tioned. 

Those not over-wise human beings call- 
ed patients are frequently a little unrea- 
sonable. They come with a small scratch, 
which Nature will heal very nicely in a few 
days, and insist on its being closed at once 
e. They 


want their little coughs cured, so that they 


with some kind of joiner’s gh 


may breathe at their ¢ ase, when the Vv have 
no lungs left that are worth mentioning. 


They would have called in Luke the 
physician to John the Baptist, when his 


1¢ 


head was in the charger, and asked for a 


balsam that would cure cuts. This kind 
of thing cannot be done. But it is very 
profita to lie about it, and say that 
it 1 ft ] The pe ( ple who mak a 
business of this lying, and profiting by it, 


are « d cks. 

— But as I atients wish to believe in all 
manner of “ cures,” and as all doctors love 
to believe in the power of their remedies, 
and as nothing is more open to self-decep- 
tion than medical experience, the whole 
matter of therapeutics has always been 
made a great deal more of than the case 
would justify It has been an inflated 
currency,—fifty pretences on paper, to one 





fact of true, ringing metal. 

Many of the older books are fuii of 
absurd nostrums. A century ago, Hux- 
ham gave messes to his patients contain- 
ing more than four hundred ingredients. 
Remed 


been suggested by the imagination; things 


s were ordered that must have 





odious, abominable, unmentionable; flesh 


of vi 


rs, powder of dead men’s bones, and 


r horrors, best mused in expressive si- 
lence. Go to the little book of Robert 


othe 


Boyle,—wise man, philosopher, revered of 


Addison, —and you will find so many 
cures for the most formidable diseases, 
many of them of this fantastic character, 


that disease should seem to have been a 
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thing that one could turn off at will, like 
gas or water in our houses. Only there 
were rather too many specifics in those 
days. For if one has “an excellent ap- 
proved remedy ” that never fails, it seems 
unnecessary to print a list of twenty others 
for the same purpose. This is wanton ex- 
cess; it is gilding the golden pill, and 
throwing fresh pe rfume on the Mistura 
Assafetide. 

As the observation of nature has »x- 


tended, and as mankind approached 





the state of only semi-b: ism in which 





they now exist, there has been an im- 
provement. The materia medica has been 
weeded; much that was worthless and 
revolting has been thrown overboard; 
simplicity has been introduced into pre- 
scriptions ; and the whole business of drug- 
ging the sick has undergone a most saluta- 
ry reform. The great fact has been prac- 


tically recognized, that the movements of 
life in disease obey laws which, under the 


circumstances, are on the whole salutary, 





and only require a limited casion- 
al interference by any s] il disturbing 
agents. The list of specifics } been re- 
duced to a very brief « ( ind the 
delusion which had exaggerated the power 
of drugging for so many generations has 


been tempered down by sound and sys- 
tematic observation. 

Homeeopathy came, and with one harle- 
quin bound leaped out of its century 
backwards into the region of quagmires 
and fogs and mirages, from which true 
medical science was painfully emerging. 
All the trumpery of exploded pharma- 
copeias was revived under new names. 
Even the domain of the loathsome has 
been recently invaded, and simpletons are 
told in the book before us to swallow ser- 
pents’ poison ; nay, it is said that the pe- 
diculus capitis is actually prescribed in infu- 
sion,—hunted down in his capillary forest, 
and transferred to the digestive organs of 
those he once fed upon. 

It falsely alleged one axiom as the basis 
of existing medical practice, namely, Con- 
traria contraritis curantur.—‘‘ Contraries are 
cured by contraries.” No such principle 
was ever acted upon, exclusively, as the 
basis of medical practice. The man who 
loes not admit it as one of the principles 
of practice would, on medical principles, re- 
fuse a drop of coid water to cool the tongue 
of Dives in fiery torments. The only 
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unconditional principle ever recognized by 
medical science has been, that diseases are 
to be treated by the remedies that experi- 
ence shows to be useful. The universal 
use of both cold and hot external and in- 
ternal remedies in various inflammatory 
states puts the garrote at once on the bab- 
bling throat of the senseless assertion of 
the. homeopathists, and stultifies for all 
time the nickname “ allopathy.” 

It falsely alleged 


milia similibus curantur,—“ Like is cured 


a second axiom, Si- 


by like,”—as the basis of its own prac- 
tice; for it does not keep to any such 
rule, as every page of the book before 
us abundantly shows. 

It subjected credulous mankind to the 
last of indignities, in forcing it to listen to 
that doctrine of infinitesimals and poten- 
cies which is at once the most epigram- 
matic of paradoxes, and the crowning 
exploit of pseudo-scientific audacity. 

It proceeded to prove itself true by 
juggling statistics ; some of the most fa- 
mous of which, we may remark, are very 
well shown up by Professor Worthington 
Hooker, in a recent essay. And having 
done all these things, it sat down in the 
shadow of a brazen bust of its founder, 
and invited mankind to join in the Barme- 
cide feast it had spread on the coffin of 
Science; who, however, proved not to 
have been buried in it,—indeed, not to 
have been buried at all. 

Of course, it had, and has, a certain suc- 
cess. Its infinitesimal treatment 
a nullity, patients are 
drugs, when it is adhered to. It pleases the 
imagination. It is image-worship, relic- 
wearing, holy-water-sprinkling, transfer- 
red from the spiritual world to that of the 
body. Poets accept and 
spiritual women become sisters of charity 
in its service. It does not offend the pal- 
ate, and so spares the nursery those scenes 
of single combat in which infants were 
wont to yield at length to the pressure of 
the spoon and the imminence of asphyxia. 
It gives the ignorant, who have such an 


being 


never hurt by 


it; sensitive 


inveterate itch for dabbling in physic, a 
book and a doll’s medicine-chest, and lets 
them play doctors and doctresses without 
fear of having to call in the coroner. And 
just so long as unskilful and untaught 
people cannot tell coincidences from cause 
and effect in medical practice,—which to 
do, the wise and experienced know how 
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difficult !—so long it will have plenty of 
“facts” to fall back upon. Who can 
blame a man for being satisfied with the 
argument, “I was ill, and am well,—great 
is Hahnemann!”? Only this argument 
It is 
not of much value, but it is irresistible, 
and therefore quackery is immortal. 


serves all impostors and impositions. 


Homeeopathy is one of its many phases ; 
the most imaginative, the most elegant, 
and, it is fair to say, the least noxious in 
its direct agencies. “ It is melancholy,”— 
we use the recent words of the world-hon- 
ored physician of the Queen’s household, 
Sir John Forbes,—* to be forced to make 
admissions in favor of a system so utter- 
ly false and despicable as Homeopathy.” 
Yet we must own thatit may have been 
indirectly useful, as the older farce of the 
weapon-ointment certainly was, in teach- 
ing medical practitioners to place more re- 
Most scientific men 
see through its deceptions ata glance. It 
may be practised by shrewd men and by 
honest ones ; rarely, it must be feared, by 
those who are both shrewd and 


liance upon nature. 


honest. 
As a psychological experiment on the 
weakness of cultivated minds, it is the 
best trick of the century. 


—-Here the old gentleman took his 
cane and walked out to cool himself. 


FOREIGN. 

Ir is an old remark of Lessing, often re- 
peated, but nevertheless true, that French- 
men, as a general rule, are sadly deficient 
in the mental powers suited to objective ob- 
servation, and therefore eminently disquali- 
fied for reliable reports of travels. 
the host of 
travelling 


Among 
French writing travellers or 
writers, on whatever foreign 
countries, there have always been very few 
who looked at foreign countries, nations, 
institutions, and achievements, with any- 
thing like fairness of judgment and ca- 
pacity of understanding. For an average 
Frenchman, Molitre’s renowned juxtapo- 
sition of 


* Paris, la cour, le monde, |’univers,”’ 


is a gospel down to this day ; and no coun- 
try can so justly complain of being con- 
stantly misunderstood and misrepresented 
by French tourists as ours. The more 
difficult it is for a Frenchman not to glance 

















Sieiiadidibtiesins ihc... i ae 





1857.] Literary 


through colored spectacles from the Palais 
Royal at whatever does not belong to “ the 
Great Nation,” the more praise those few 
of them deserve who give to the world 
correct and impartial impressions of travel 
and reliable ethnological works. 

Such is the case with two works which 
we are glad to recommend to our readers. 
The first is 


La Norwége, par Louis Enavutt. Paris: 


Hachette. 1857. 


Norway, though a member of the Eu- 
ropean family, with a population once so 
influential in the world’s history, is com- 
paratively the least known of all civilized 
countries to the world at large, and what 
little we know of it is of a very recent 
date,—Stephe ns’s and Le opold von Buch’s 
works being not much more than a quar- 
ter of a century old, while Bayard Tay- 
lor’s lively sketches in the “‘ New York 
Tribune” are almost wet still, and not 
yet complete. The latter and M. Enault’s 
book, when compared with each other, 
leave not the slightest doubt that each 
observes carefully and conscientiously in 
his own way, that both possess peculiar 
gifts for studying and describing correctly 
what there is worth studying and describ- 
ing in this terra incognita, and that we 
can rely on both. Mr. Taylor is more 
picturesque, lively, fascinating, and dras- 
tic; M. Enault more thorough, quiet, and 
reserved in the expression of his opinions. 
The parts seem to be interchanged,—the 
Frenchman exhibiting more of the Anglo- 
Saxon, the American more of the French 
genius; but both confirm each other’s 
statements admirably, and should be read 
side by side. If our readers wish to make 
themselves thoroughly acquainted with 
the workings of the laws and institutions, 
with the statistical, economical, and geo- 
graphical facts, the society and manners, 
the later history and future prospects of 
Norway, they will find here a work trust- 
worthy in every respect. 





Les Anglais et Inde, avec Notes, Pieces 
justificatives et Tableaux statistiques, 
par E. pe VALBEzEN. Paris. 1857. 
Tuts is no narrative of travel, though 

evidently written by one who has been 

for a considerable time ar eyewitness of 
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Indian affairs, and by a man of acute 
mind and quick and comprehensive per- 
ception, thoroughly versed in the history 
and condition of India. It is a treatise on 
all those topics bearing upon the present 
political, social, and commercial state of 
things there, beginning with the exposi- 
tion of the English governmental institu- 
tions there existing, describing the coun- 
try, its productions and resources, its 
various populations, its social relations, 
its agriculture, commerce, and wealth, 
and concluding with statistical and other 
documents in support of the author’s 
statements. It gives a nearly systemati- 
cal and complete picture of Indian af- 
fairs, enabling the reader to understand 
the present situation of the country and 
its foreign rulers, and to form a judg- 
ment on all corresponding topics. The 
style is classical, though somewhat con- 
cise and epigrammatic, giving proof eve- 
rywhere of a mind that forms its own 
conclusions and takes independent, states- 
manlike views. The author refrains from 
obtruding his own opinions on the reader, 
leaving things to speak for themselves. 
He is not ostensibly antagonistic to the 
English, as we should expect from a true 
Frenchman,—is no cordial hater of “ per- 
Jide Allion.” You cannot, from his book, 
with any show of reason, infer that he is a 
Jesuit, a French missionary, a merchant, 
a governmental employé, or a simple trav- 
eller; but you feel instinctively that he is 
wide-awake, shrewd, and reserved, and 
that you may trust his reports in the 
main. He refers, for proof of his state- 
ments, mostly to English documents, and 
does not try to preoccupy your mind. 
Particularly noteworthy is what he says 
of the political economy of India; he con- 
troverts effectively the prevailing opinion 
that it is the richest country in the world, 
—showing its real poverty, in spite of 
its great natural resources, and the al- 
most hopeless task of improving these 
resources. For the American merchant 
this is a very readable book, warning 
him to refrain from too hastily investing 
his capital and enterprise in Indian com- 
merce,—India being the most insecure of 
all countries for foreign commercial un- 
dertakings; and in general, there are so 
many entirely new and startling revela- 
tions in it, that, to any one interested in 
Indian matters, it well repays reading. 
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Histoire de la Révolution Francaise, (1789~ 
1799,) par Tuéop. H. Barrav. Paris: 
Hachette. 1857. 


WE cannot vouch that we have here a 
new, original history of this important 
epoch, based on an independent study of 
historical sources; but it is the very first 
history of the French Revolution we have 
known, not written in a partisan spirit, 
and bent on falsifying the facts in order 
to make political capital or to flatter na- 
tional prejudices. It bears no evidence 
of any tendency whatever,—perhaps only 
because, with its more than five hundred 
pages, it is too short for that. 


Histoire de France au XVI. Siécle, par 
Micnéter. Tom. 10. Henri IV. et 


Richelieu. 


MicHeE et is too well known as a truly 
Republican historiographer and truly hu- 
mane and noble writer, and the former 
volumes of this history have been too 
long before the public, to require for this 
volume a particular recommendation. It 
begins with the last décade of the six- 
teenth century, and concludes with the 
year 1626. We are no particular admir- 
ers of Michélet’s historical style and 
method of delineation, but we acknowl- 
edge his sense of historical justice, his 
unprejudiced mind, and his Republican- 
ism, even when treating a subject so 
delicate, and so dear to Frenchmen, as 
Henry IV. Doing justice to whatever 
was really admirable in the character of 
this much beloved king, he overthrows a 
good many superstitious ideas current 
concerning him even down to our days. 
He shows that the Utopian, though be- 
nevolent project, ascribed to Henry, of 
establishing an everlasting peace by revis- 
ing the map of Europe and constituting a 
political equilibrium between the several 
European powers, never in fact existed in 
the king’s mind, nor even in Sully’s, 
whom he equally divests of much un- 
founded glory and fictitious greatness. 
No doubt, but for his fickleness and in- 
consistency, Henry could have done a 
good deal toward realizing such ideas 
and reforming European politics; but it 
is saying too much for Henry’s influence 
on the popular opinions of Europe, to 
affirm, what Michélet gives us to under- 
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stand, that he could have combined the 
nations of Europe against all their de- 
praved rulers together. 


Ia Liberté, par Emite pe GrrarpIn 

Paris. 1857. 

Tus book contains a discussion be- 
tween the author and M. de Lourdoueix, 
ex-editor of the “Gazette de France,’ 
written in the form of letters, on the vari- 
of 
Liberty. Girardin is, no doubt, the most 


ous topics connected with the notion 


genial of all living French writers on So- 
cialism and Politics. He belongs neither 
to the fanatical school of Communists 
and Social Equalizers by force and “ par 
ordre du Mufti,’ nor to the class of pliable 
tools of Imperial or Royal Autocracy. 
He is the only writer who, in the face of 
the prevailing restrictions upon the press 
in France, dares to speak out his whole 
mind, and to preach the Age of Reason 
in Politics and in the Social System. He 
is full of new ideas, which should, we 
think, be very attractive to American 
readers ; and it is, indeed, strange that his 
writings are so little read and reviewed 
on this side of the ocean. His i 





“as on 
general education, on the total extinc- 
tion of authority or government, on the 
abolition of public punishments of every 
kind, on the doing away with standing 
armies, war, and tyranny, and on making 
the State a great Assurance Company 
against all imaginable misfortunes and 
their consequences, are a fair index of 
the best philosophemes of the European 
mind since the last Revolution. We do 
not say that we approve every one of his 
issues and conclusions, but we insist most 
earnestly, that this book and similar ones, 
bearing testimony to what the political and 
social thinkers of the day in Europe are 
revolving in their minds, should be read 
and reviewed under the light of American 
institutions and ideas. The reader enjoys 
in the present book the great advantage of 
seeing the ideas of the Social Reformers 
discussed pro and contra,—M. Lourdoueix 
being their obstinate adversary. 


Mémoires de M. Joseph Prudhomme, par 
Henri Monnrer. 2 vols. Paris. 1857. 


Tus is not what is commonly called 
mémoires,—to wit, historical recollections 
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modified by the subjective impressions of 
eyewitnesses to the past; it is rather a 
novel or romance in the form of mé- 
moires, ridiculing the predominant bour- 
geoisie of the Old World, and sketching 
the whole life of a bourgeois, from infancy 


to green old age. For readers, who, 





through travel in Europe and acquain- 
tance with French literature and tastes, 
are enabled to understand the many nice 
allusions contained in this novel, it is a 
very entertaining book. 


1. Kraft und Stoff. By G. Bicuner. 
Fourth edition. 1857. 

2. Materie und Geist. By the same. 1857. 
Ir is certainly a remarkable sign of 

the times, that a book treating of purely 


scientific matters,—physiological facts and 





ideas, — like the first of these, of which 
the second is the complement, should in 
a very few years have attained to its 
fourth edition in Germany. All those 
works on Natural Science, by Alexander 
boldt, Oersted, Du Bois-Ray- 


mond, Cotta, Vogt, Moleschott, Biichner, 





tossmissler, Ule, Miilier, and others, 
whi have appeared since the Revolu- 


tion of 1848, uniting a more popular and 





yle with a purely scientific 
treatment of the matter-of-fa 





irrespec- 
tiv f the religious and political dogmas 
that conflict with the results of natural 
science, have met with decided success 
in Germany and France. They are ex- 
tensively read and appreciated, even by 
tl less educated and learned classes. 
Among these works, that of Biichner 
ranks high, and it is therefore strange 
that we have seen it hitherto reviewed in 
no American journal. This may serve us 


as an excuse for noticing this fourth edi- 








yn, though it is little improve d over the 
former ones. It exhibits the last results 
of the science of physiology, in a scien- 
tific, but rather pe pular method of exposi- 
tion. There is quite a hive of new ideas 
and intuitions contained in it,—ideas con- 
flicting, it is true, with many received 
dogmas, and irreconcilable with ortho- 
doxy; but it is of no use to shut our 
eyes to these ideas, as though the danger 
threatening from this side could be avert- 
ed by imitating the policy of the ostrich. 
They should be faced and examined; the 


danger is far greater from ignoring them. 





It is impossible that ideas, largely enter- 
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tained and cultivated by a nation so ex- 
pert in thinking, so versed in science and 
literature as the Germans, should have 
no interest for the great, intelligent Amer- 
ican public. Natural Science may be said 
to form, at present, an integral portion of 
the religion of the Germans. It is, at least, 

a matter of ethnological and historical in- 

terest to learn in what regions of thought 

and speculation our German contempora- 
ries are at home, and wherein they find 
their mental happiness and delight. 

Die deutsche komische und humoristische 
Dichtung seit Beginn des 16. Jahrhunderts 
bis auf unsere Lit Von Icnaz Hus. 
Niirnberg: Ebner. 1857. 


Two volumes of this interesting work 








are coming out at the same time,—one 
containing the second of the fiv irts 
into which the prose anthology is di- 
vided, with comical and humorous pieces 
trom the sixteenth cer I r instance, 
extracts from ! s,”” the Histo- 
ria”’ ] S« yiirger,” 
Des G i te.,)— 
the o y 1 of poetry 
of the same kind, belonging to the pres- 





1d for 
volume, with pieces by Uhland, Eich- 
ipphir, Wm. Miiller, 
Immermann, Palten, Hoffmann, Kopisch, 
Heine, Lenau, Moricke, Griin, Wack- 
ernag 


ent century, a 





part of the third 


endorff, Riickert, 








41, and many others. The anthol- 


ogy is accompanied with biographical 
and historical notes, and explanations of 
provincialisms and such words as to the 
American reader of German would be 
likely to be otherwise unintelligible ; so 
that he may thus, without too much 
trouble, satisfactorily enjoy this treasury 
of entertainment The Germans may 
well be proud of such literary riches, in 


which England alone surpasses them 





Thitringer i ren, Charakt d_ Sitten- 
bilder in Erzahlungen. Von Orto Lup- 


wic. Erster Band. / A thea l 
thr Widerspiel. Frankfurt. 1857 


Tuts is one of the numerous imitations 
of the celebrated “ Dorfgeschichten,” by 
Berthold Auerbach The latter intro- 
duced, in a time 


of literary poverty, a 
wide range of new subjects for epical 
treatment,—the life of German peasants, 
with their simple, healthy, vigorous na- 


tures undepraved by a spurious civiliza- 
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tion. In painting these sinewy figures, full 
of a character of their own, he was very 
felicitous, had an enormous success, and 
drew a host of less gifted followers after 
him. We 
at some 
; but he 
in this work, 


Herr Ludwig is one of these. 
shall not despair of his becoming, 
future time, a second Auerbach 
is not one yet. There is, 

out and 
which, in 


extenua- 
itself not 
requires great skill 
But the au- 


power of drawing 


too much spreading 


tion of a material 
very rich and varied, 
to mould into an epic fi 


thor has a remarkable 


rm 


true, lifelike characters, and developing 
them psychole ic ally It is refreshing to 
be- 
pure, 
its back on the ro- 
French. 


see that the German literary taste is 


coming gradually more realistic, 
tural, turning 


school of the 


and né 
mantic 


May C 


don. 


By Ausrey DE Vere. Lon- 


Tne 
some } | 
of poetry, a 
poet. 
a stea 
vation of spirit. 
mastery over the instrumen 
he | struck 
and 
last 


a deeper 
I ’ 


In t 


which has lately ay 


from them 


as 
more significant tone 
volume, y 
his verse is brought completely 
service of the Church. The “ May Carols” 


are poems ct lebratir Y rin Mary 
in her month of May ntl 
and for the Roman church, 

what Kebk 
lthe En 


‘Christian Year. 


England h: 


in this volume 
for the festivals of the year 
lish 


Catholicism in 


has done 


church, in his +. 
s produced no 
poet since the days of Crash: 


iw sO sincere 


in his piety, so sweet in his melody, 


De Vere. And the 


Roman Catholic readers 


sO pure in spirit as 


is not for 


volume 


alone. Others may be touched by its 
with 
beauties of description or of feeling. 


The 


ness of the May air flows through many 


religious fervor, and charmed its 
It is 
sweet- 


full and redolent of spring. 


of its verses,—of that season when 


Trees, that from winter’s gray eclipse 
Of late but 
Or felt with g 
For spring, 


ninry 
ume, 


pushed their topmost 


heir periect 
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> no more, the mountains stand 


ivering line or haz 


But with finer, firn 


drawt 


And settling into deeper | 


Mr. 
of nature, with fine perceptions that have 
been finely cultivated. Tak« 
of the lark :— 


De Vere is an exquisite student 


» this picture 


From hi 


Si 
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